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To Her GRACE the 


Durckkss of Newcaſtle. 


MADAM) 

e E Tragedy of Me- 
N 42 rope, tranſlated with 
che Spirit of the Ori- 
e ginal, might have 
provid not altogether unwor- 
thy Your Grace's Acceptance: 
But the Freedom I have taken 
to accommodate it to the Engliſh 


; A 2 Stage, 


: a Ml 
* 


DEDICATION © 
Stage, has, in a great meaſure, al- 
ter'd its Property. 

The native Beauties of my | 
Author, being ſo conſpicuous j 
and ſo many, may be thought 
incapable of Embelliſhments: | 
And probably I ſhall be treat- 

ed by the Criticks with as much 
Severity for the following At- 
tempt, as I certainly ſhould be 
by all the World, did I here un- 
dertake to heighten a Character, 
ſo univerſally admir d as that of 

Your Grace. 

I only beg Leave to acknow- 
ledge Your Goodneſs and Con- 
deſcenſion in ſuffering this Ad- 


dreſs. 


DEDICATION. © 
I could have wiſh'd the Piece 
had deſerv'd ſuch a Patroneſs; 
and on that Account had been 
diſtinguiſh'd by a Succels, equal 
| to the profound Reſpect, with 
: | which I am, 


1 MADAM, 
> Your Grace's 
Moſt devoted, and moſt 


Obligd humble Servam, 


GEORGE JEFFREYS. 
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By AARON HII I Eſq; 
Spoken by Mr. MIL WA R D. 


1 N Italy not fam'd for Senſe but Song, 
Our Merope firſt roſe and flouriſh'd long : 


 Ev'n there ſhe fir d the Heart with Tragic Rage; 


And faell'd the Tuſcan and the Roman Stage. 
Thence has our Author drawn his Muſe's Aid; 
The firſt fair Plunder Engliſh Wit has made. 


Sound, to our coſt, they long have ſent us ver 1 


But Senſe is what they never lent before. 
Oh ſmile upon the Capture; nor refuſe 
To grant Repriſals to your Country's Muſe. 
Net has our Author (a faſt Friend to Love) 
Diſdain'd to imitate, and not improve. 


2% Italian Scenes were gloom'd with deep Oy" 


Here ſofter Paſſions mix a gentler Cart: 

Here Grief and Love by turns their Int'reft preſi, 
And ſhade the ſmile of Joy with flern Diſtreſs. 
Zet claims our modeſt Writer no pretence 

To task the Audience in his Play's Defence: 


Freely condemn it, if it fails to move 


Or fmile it into Life if you approve. 

The untam'd Genius of the Britiſh Nation - 
Diſdains Conſtraint, but ſmiles on Reſignation : 
Aud when in Wit or Love we take the Field, 
The ſureſt way to conquer is to yield, 
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| E PILOGU E; 


By Aaron HiLL Eſq; 


Intended to have been Spoken. 


O F all the Tricks theſe Poets bring in Vogue, 
Methinks, their ſirangeſs Whim is Epilogue. 
Hard Task on us, poor Damſels of the Stage! 

An Author's faint Endeavours fire your Rage; 
And when that Rage inflames you to abhor him, 

He pops in one of us to cool you for him. 

Zis an ungentle Treatment to perplex 

With ſtrongeſt danger thus the weakeſt Sex. 

Troth one would think — but Cuſtom's hard to ſtem 
That they ſhould do for Us, not We for Them. 
But be it ſo —- I care not though I venture 
Could I but ſee on what ſoft Side to enter. 

Grave Gentlemen] ſome of ye look fo ſadly, 

That, Troth, I fear, I ſhall come off but badly. 
Zet, hang it, Pe begun Th* Event Dll try; 
And if I'm doow'd to fall, why, there Il lie. 

For our new Author then, and for his Play, 

¶ have one vaſt important Truth to ſay; 

Smile on his Hopes — Do — for my ſake forbear him; 
Not that my Wiſhes bid your Juſtice ſpare him. 
But ſhould you not, you would but make Me Trouble 
iel Mrite till you approve, and plague me Double. 


Dramatis 


— Dramatis Perſonz. 


* * 
Glycon, Uſurper of Meſſene. Mr. Quin. 
Nicanor, his Favourite. Mr. Chapman. 
Adraſtus, Nicanor's Son. Mr. Walker. 


Phalantus, a Creature of Glycon. Mr. Haughton. 


Egiſtus, (Cleander) Son of Merope. Mr. Ryan. 


Polydorus, /uppos'd Father of Egiſtus. Mr. Mitward, 


Arbantes, Mr. Ogden. 
Argaleon, C Friends to Merope. + Mr. Hulet. 
Euryalus, . | LMr. Salway. 


WOMEN, 


Merope, Widomꝛ of the late King. Mrs. Berryman, 


Timoclea, Daughter of Polydorus. Mrs. Te empler. 


Iſmene, Daughter of Argaleon. Mrs. Buchanan, 


SCENE The Palace in MESSENE. 


M E R. 


ACT L SCENES L 
A Terrace Walk. 


Enter Euryalus and Argaleon. 


EuURYALUS. 
7 OO K but abroad, 'tis Sun-ſhine all a- 
A round us; 3 
While our Meſſene, this abandon'd Spot, 
& Is drench'd in heavy ſhowers of humanBlood; 
And all the Storm beats here. 
Arg. O thou, who wert 
Our Guardian once, immortal Hercules, 
What Fate, injurious to thy fair Renown, 
Has rais'd a Monſter from thy tainted Blood? 
Ev'n all the Monſters, which thy Valoar cruſh'd, 
Are now reviv'd in thy Deſcendant Glycon. 
Would'ſt thou aſſert thy Deity, and crown 
The glorious Labours of thy Virtue here, 
Swift as the Bolt that arms thy thund'ring Sire, 


Dart this infernal Plague to Shades below; 
B | And 


2 M E R O P E. 


And let the Furies, that ev'n now poſſeſs him, 
'Thar feed his Rage, and haunt his guilty dreams, 
Torment th' Vſurper i in their proper Manſion. 
Eur. What was my Father's crime? his large Poſſe(- 
e, 
His Hoſpitality, his ſhining Worth; 
Rank Treaſon All! The Fears of impious Power 
Were heighten'd into Proofs, that turn'd againſt him 
The Tyrant's ſharpeſt Sword, perverted Law. 
Arg. You know he did but dream my Brother ſtab'd 
him, 
And plung'd the Viſionary Criminal 
Deep in a Dungeon, ſtrip'd of all his Wealth. 
Eur. When tis to warrant Cruelty and Rapine, 
The heavenly Powers, whoſe Being he denies 
In Words and Actions, are profanely vouch'd, 
And idle Dreams ſtil'd Meſſengers from Jove. 
Arg. From Bacchus rather in luxurious Draughts. 
Eur. But are we ſunk ſo womaniſhly low, 
That we can only mourn, and rail, and pray? 
The genial Heat of Heaven-born Liberty 
Once ripen'd Patriot Spirits into Heroes 
And half the Stars that thine in yonder Sky, 
Were Mortals here below, who died or conquer'd 
To fave their Country from the fear of Chains 
W hich we can feel; yet crouch, and lick the Duſt 
Beneath the Feet that trample us. 
Arg. The Fear 
Might raiſe our Courage; but the Feeling ſinks it. 
'The Pulſe beats high and ſtrong in common Feyers ; 
But when *tis languiſhing and faint, betrays 
The fatal Force of thoſe malignant Fires 
That drink the vital Flood, 


Eur, | 


Eur. Have comfort yet, A 
And truſt revolving Fortune; infinite | 
In changes unforeſeen : The way ward Goddeſs 
Has rais'd the Wretch aloft in fatal Sport 
To let him fall with greater Force. 
Arg. She has: 
Or young Cleander was preſerv'd in vain, 
When King Cresfontes, his lamented Father, 
And both his Brothers, ſacrific'd at once 
To Glycon's Fury, ſwell'd the hungry Grave. 
Eur. Add his Concealment in a foreign Land, 
From all the hundred Eyes of jealous Power, 
Full fifteen Years deluded in their Search 
By his more watchful Guard, a Mother's Love. 
Arg. An anxious love to Merope For oh 
What endleſs Doubts and Apprehenfions haunt her! 
Her only Comfort is to nouriſh Hope, 
By hearing once a Year her Darling lives. 
Arbantes was diſpatch'd a-while ago 
On that dear Errand, and returns to Day. 
Nay more — be ſecret and prepar'd. 
Eur. For what ? | 
Arg. Revenge and Freedom. By the Queen's Com- 
mand 
He brings Cleander Home. 
Eur. Be thank'd ye Powers. 
Give us but him to head the glorious Cauſe; 
And halting Juſtice ſhall reſume her Sword, 
So long athirſt in vain for Glycox's Blood. 
Arg. No more. But clear your Brow 3 for ſee he 
comes, 


Attended by his Miniſters of death. 


EB 4 Hutei 


/ : 


bs MEROPE. 
Enter Glycon, Nicanor, Adraſtus, and Phalantus. 


| Gly. Tell me, Nicanor, will theſe reſtive Slaves 
Be never ſcourg'd into a better Mind 
By wholeſome Diſcipline? | 
| Eur. I hope they will not. l Aide. 
Nic. Monarchs, ador'd at firſt, are hated oft, 
| As Times, as Intereſts, or as Humours turn; 
| But hated once, are ſeldom lov'd again. 
| Gly. The {cowl of louring Diſcontent inſults me 
In every Face I meet: they all look Treaſon : 
And all ſhould periſh to ſccure my Peace. 
| Nic. The Villain vulgar, ever prone to change, 
| Extol the Prince they have no more: *Tis Death 
| 


Endears Cresfontes to their Hearts; and now 


| They long in ſecret for his Heir, whoſe Life 
Endangers yours. 
| Arg. The Life of young Cleander? 


Vou know he loſt it in its Infant dawn, 
| Snatch'd from his Cradle to the Grave. 
Gy. No more: 
| Or vent thy Tale henceforth to Fools. That One d 
Of Merope's deteſted Race ſurvives, 
| Was ever paſt diſpute. 
| Pha. Yet all our Arts 
| Have fail'd to trace him out. 
| | Nic. May I have leave 
| To offer one Expedient more ? 
| Gly. You have. 
| Nic. Tis making Merope confeſs the Secret. 
Aar. Confeſs? betray a Sen ſhe fondly loves? 
Nic. Yet not more fondly than ſhe loy'd her Husband; 
Nor therefore more than ſhe perhaps may learn 
To love my gracious Lord. 
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Eur. 


? 
| 
| 
| 
: 
5 
. 
f 
N 
b 
i 
| 
| 


— — — „„ 


ME R O P E. , 


Zur. What would the Villain? Aſide. 
Gly. I lov'd her once: And love — my Intereſt ſtill. 
Nic. That Intereſt points the Marriage out, to gain 
The ſtupid Many by an idle hope, 
That She the Widow of their fav'rite King 
May change you to a peaceful Drone like Him. 
Gly. Suppole ſhe ſhould deny. 
Nic. A groundleſs doubt. 
Secure the firſt impreſſion, Sir; and then 
Your Work is half perform'd. 
Pha. When once ſhe yields, 
Howe'er reluctant, to become your Wife, 
Your well tim'd Flatteries then, and kind Careſſes, 
TheRacks of Love, may force diſcovery from her, 
And drag her Son to light. 
Gly. But you misjudge, 
My Friends, of Merope's unſhaken Spirit. 


Her Sex's frailty is no Standard there. 


Nic. Admit the worſt; that Artifice ſhould fail 
To bend her Pride and Obſtinacy; then 
You mult reſort to Menaces and Force. 
Adr. A finiſh'd Politician! well ! if Conſcience 
Comes by deſcent, my Mother gave me mine. [| 4/e. 
Nic. Reſolve, whate'er it coſt, to make her yours; 
And grace the Nuptials with Imperial Pomp; 
That all may underſtand the Compliment 
You make your People in the choice of Her, 
The Widow of a Prince they lov'd ſo well. 
Gly. Nicanor, you have argued right; and ſoon 
We'll make the trial. 
Eur. This the Queen ſhould know. 


B 3 Arg. 


i 
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| 
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MEROPE, 

Arg. But how to break it to her is a Point 
Not to be here debated. [ 4part.] [ Exe. _ and Eur, 

Nic. Look, my Lord! 
For Merope, your future Bride, approaches. 

Gly. We muſt avoid her, till maturer Thought 
Has well digeſted this important Scheme. 

Adr. Iſmene with the Queen! but I ſhall watch 
My Opportunity to diſengage her. | Aſide. L Exeunt. 
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Enter Merope, Timoclea and Iſnene. 
— the Gods are 


Mer. Be this my Anchor then - 

righteous 

And in praportion to my Sufferings here, 
My Credit riſes on Futurity 


For ampler Recompenſe. A filial Truſt 


In Heaven all Good, to thoſe who think aright 
Endears Affliction; and extends their View 
Beyond the narrow Scene of human W oe, 
To bright Reverſions of unfading Bliſs 
Where my Cresfontes dwells. | 
Tim. Be comforted, 
My royal Miſtreſs ; for my Heart abounds 
With gay, preſaging Warmth, the Harbinger 
Of happier Fortune. A long abſent Son 
Shall bleſs your Eyes, while mine with Rival Joy 
Salute a Father whom they never ſaw. ( 
Mer. Tis true: When faithful Polydorus bore 
My Child in ſecret. Hence; your Birth, Timoclea, 
Expected long in vain, had | juſt rejoic'd 
His then declining Age—— your Mother wept ; 
Embrac'd him o'er and o'er with boding Fondneſs, | - 
And took her laſt Adieu — Oh happy She 
Who dying left the Partner of her Bed, 


* wy <P I! 8 EP 


And 


N E R O P E. — 


And You their only Pledge of Love behind! 
But I have liv'd to fee my Husband ſlain —— - 
The Daggers, recking in my Children's Blood, 
Were brandiſh'd in my Eyes by Ruffian Hands — 
Still one remaining Son ſupported me 
For Children — Husband — all ſurviv'd in him — 
And now if my divining Fears are true, 
Ev'n He, my laſt referve of Hope and Comfort 
I cannot ſpeak the reſt. 
1/m. Unfold, I beg you, 
The cruel Cauſe of this Diſtreſs. 
Mer. My Dream 
Of yeſternight fits heavy here. I ſaw, 
Juſt as he look'd when in the Pangs of Death, 
My murder'd Lord — Tears ſtreaming from his Eyes; 
Blood from his Wounds — a purple Shroud he wore 
And held in either Hand a bleeding Son; 
Each pointing to his mangled Breaſt. 
Tim. Ye Powers! 
What could the dire diſtracting Viſion mean? 
Mer. Imagine, if you can, my wild Amaze, 
My Horror, and my agoniſing Pain. 
I would have found it but a Dream, and ſtrove 
To break the Tyrant-chain of Sleep, but could not: 
Till in a falt'ring Tone, at length I ask'd him 
Of our ſurviving Son — he ſhook his Head, 
And groan'd without reply — I shriek'd aloud; 
Leap'd from my trembling Bed, and wak'd in Tears. 
Im. Alas, I ſhudder at the bare Relation 
Of what you underwent. But we expect 
Arbantes every Hour; I hope, with Tidings 
To eaſe your Fears — and oh, my Queen, behold 


The Man I nam'd, as Fate juſt now had ſent him. 
B 4 Enter 
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Euter Arbantes. "I 
Mer. Oh my Arbantes, how I long'd to ſee you! 


Speak quickly, is my Son alive? 

Arb. He is: 3 
And Polydorus too. 3 

Zim. Sweet Heaven be prais'd. 

Mer. And Thanks to Thee, Arbantes. Welcome now. 
For Welcome was a Word my Tongue refus'd, 
Before you told me that my Child was ſafe. 

Arb. A Day or two ere I arriv'd, he went 
To viſit Sparta: But a Meſſenger 
Was inſtantly diſpatch'd by Polydorus 
With proper Orders to direct him hither, 

Tim. And Polydorus — 

Arb. Will arrive ere long. 

At once we ſtarted; but by different Ways: 
For ſuch was your Command. [To Merope. 

Mer. A happy Thought. 

Had Glycon's Spies encounter'd you together. 
I tremble but to think on what had follow'd. 

Arb. Your Son is ſingle too; but then, unknown 
For what he is, and ignorant hinaſelf 
Of his high Birth, he travels unſuſpected 
And, but from common Accidents, ſecure. 

Mer. Would you had ſeen him though, to ſatisfy 
A thouſand Queſtions I ſhould then have ask'd you. 
And now a Miſer's Thirſt inflames my Soul 
To view my long — hid Treaſure. Have you heard, 
Say, have you heard, my Friend, if we ſhall know him 
To be his Father's Son? There was a Promiſe | 
Of Likeneſs dawning in his infant Face. 

Arb. Excuſe my Weakneſs that declines a Theme 


Beyond the reach of Words. The Prince's worth | 
; (It 
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(If he who knows it beſt, deſerves belief ) 
Can only ſpeak it ſelf. 
Mer. My beſt Arbantes / 
Thy Tidings, welcome as the heayenly Dew, 
Diſtil ſerenely on my wither'd Heart ; 
That deeply drinks the Bleſſing, and revives 
In all the Bloom of Hope. My Fancy's Eye 
Already figures my young fiery Warrior 
Redeeming at a Blow his loſt Meſſene. 
The grim Uſurper's guſhing Blood appears 
To paint his Face, and add to glowing Youth 
A Purple more divine. 
Arb. Reſerve your Tranſports, 
Illuſtrious Queen, to entertain your Son. 
Mer. My Tranſports then will riſe too high for Lan- 
guage : 
Then for the fix'd Regard! the cloſe Embrace! 
The ſilent Ecſtacy ! nay wonder not 
At what you hear: For oh let Theſe declare 
If I have paſs'd a Day in their remembrance, 
Excepting this, which they would wiſh to ſee me 
Live o'er again. 


Zim. 


Mer. Pardon then 

The wild Exceſſes of a Change like this: 

Joy has a Stranger's privilege with me; 

And claims th' abundance of my Soul to treat it. 
Zim. But Madam, you forget the Hour is come 

To offer holy Vows to chaſt Lucina, 

For this auſpicious Day that witneſs'd firſt 

Your Darling's Infant cries, and now reſtores him. 


Mer. O Goddels, thou whole ſacred Aid reliev'd 
The 


10 MM ER O P E. 
The Pangs that gave Cleander to the Light, 
Protect him now; guide all his Steps; and let 


Meſſene, reſcued by his Arm, proclaim 
His ſecond, happier Birth to Empire and to Fame. 


Enter Adraſtus and ſtops Iſmene. 

Adr. The Queen may ſpare you for a while, Aſmene 3 3 
She muſt, in pity to a Lover's pain. 

I'm. Away, my Lord; you mock my eaſie . 
But *tis no Wonder that Nicanor's Son 
Can play the Stateſman too, and learn Deceit 
The conſtant Curſe of fond believing Love. 

Adr. Deceit in Love! be that Suſpicion far 
From this ſoft Breaſt, the Manſion, and Reward 


Of endleſs Truth; ſweet as the Spring's firſt Odours, 


And kind as Fancy warm with young Deſire. 
Thus let me claſp my dear Iſinene — thus — 
. [ Embracing her. 
And melt her Fears away. | 
1m. Forbear Adraſtus. 
Adr. O why that cruel Frown ? The Bliſs denied 
Is Puniſhment enough. When Mortals pray, 
(For Want will pray, where Merit cannot claim) 
The Gods are often deaf, but never angry. 
Im. They muſt forget their Nature, to be angry 
With pious Suppliants. Is that Title yours? 
Perhaps the Vows of your diſtemper'd Heart 
Are breath'd in ſecret, and avoid the Light 
Of Hymen's holy Torch. 
Adr. Why name you Hymen ? 
A peeviſh Father, yours or mine may bar 
The Door againſt him; and plant Duty there, 
With Intereſt, or the noiſie Phantom, Honour, 
To 


[ Exeunt, 
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To guard the Paſſage. 
1/n. But when Time has laid 
Thoſe Sentinels aſleep —— 
Adr. Alas, my Fair, 
Then Love, neglected long, may flumber too. 
With Reverence treat the beck*ming God, who comes 
not, 
Nor ſtays at our Command. He now invites us : 
And dear Jſinene, Now alone is ours. 
Iſin. O Chaſtity inviolable Goddeſs 
Of well —deſcended Minds, thou friend confeſs'd 
To Silvan Sports, to labour, and to want; 
If I have lodg'd thee here with Youth and Love, 
Beneath a gilded Roof, on Beds of down; 
And made thee triumph o'er the wanton Song, 
The coſtly Banquet, and the midnight Dance, 
Safe in the laſt Receſſes of my Soul; 
Why haſt thou ſuffer'd ſuch unhallow'd ſounds 
To taint his Lips and wound Jenes Ear? [ Mecps. 
Adr. What means my Love? 
Iſin. What means Adraſtus rather 
Who won my Heart by honourable Vows? 
For ſuch I thought 'em once. O why fo long 
Choſe you to counterfeit ? had you begun 
To tempt me thus, I had diſdain'd you then; 
And ſhould diſdain you now. 
Adr. Forgive the Starts 
Of ardent Love, or ſay (and kill me quite) 
You never felt its power. 
1/m. IJ urg'd at firſt 
The diſproportion of my humble Fortune; 
Beg'd you would ceaſe to undermine my Soul 
With flattering hopes, and own'd you ſtoop'd too low. 
Adr. 


n M E ROPE. 
Al. Who would not ſtoop to crop ſo fair a Flower! ? 


Iſm. Toi taſte. Its Sweets and then to throw I It by ? 


Is it not ſo? 
Adr. To wear it here for e ever. 
1/m. What envious Power, to Innocence a Fe oe, 
Made you diſturb the Calm I once er, 
And ne'er ſhall find again? 
Aar. A Calm well chang'd 
For gentle Quarrels, ſuch as ours has been, 
'That ftir the Soul, not ruffle it. Believe me, 
Theſe tender Jealouſies and kind Diſquiets 
Do but awake Deſire, and then are huſh'd; 
Soft as Eteſian Gales that ceaſe at Night. 
Im. Be till my Heart and truſt him; though in 
Love, ; 
As in an untried Voyage, Images 
Of danger and diſtreſs will ſtill alarm 
The Sailer launching on a boundleſs Sea, 
Howe'er the Sky may ſmile. But once again 
To try that Intereſt your Heart allows me, 
I mult ſolicit it for dear Timoclea. 
She has a Suit to Gen, will you promiſe 
To be her Advocate? 
Adr. To your Commands 
With joy I dedicate my faithful Service; 
A grateful Convert to the Power divine 
Of Virtue glowing in //mene's Cheeks; 
That bluſhing like the Morn, reſtor'd the Day 
When my benighted Soul began to ſtray; 
And chac'd the Fiend licentious Love away. 
[ Exeunt, 


The End of the Firſt AG. 
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ACT Hl. MEL 
SCENE Contimues. 


Enter Glycon and Nicanor. 
-GLYc on 
0 U ſay the rumour of our purpos'd Match 
Already works as you and I could wiſh. 
* Nic. It ſpreads apace, and captivates the 
EE Vulgar 
As J foretold it would. It now remains 
To think of ſomewhat that may pleaſe the Queen, 
And introduce you with Advantage there. | 
Enter Adraſtus, and delivers a Paper. 
Adr. Permit me, royal Sir, to offer 'This. 
Timoclea, ſtrip'd of her Inheritance, 
Implores your Goodnels to allow a Claim, 
Not forfeited (as ſhe preſumes to hope) 
Ev'n by her Father's Treaſon. 
Gly. She miſtakes. | vi 
Poſſeſſion is againſt her; and the Sword 
Has cut her Title ſhort, 


Wc But if your Wiſdom 
Yields to her Suit, it hits the point in view 
By gratifying Ae, whoſe Ward 
 Timoclea is. 

Adr. Her Ward and Favourite. 

Gly. Why there the Queſtion is entirely chang'd y 
A Queſtion now no longer. Her Deſire = 
Is granted, for it ſmooths the way to mine. 

We would not be ſuppos'd of choice to practiſe 
A lean Plebeian Virtue; but the Great 
Themſelves may now and then without a Bluſh 
Declare for Juſtice when it ſerves their Intereſt. 


LA Noiſe without. 


Ha! what alarm is that? inquire Aaraſtus. 
[Exit Adraſtus. 
My Guards, Nicanor ſpeak — where are e they, Traitor? ? 
Revolted? 
Nic. Surely no. 
Gly. They are; and Treaſon 
Knocks at my Palace Gate unmask'd. 
Re-enter Adraſtus and Phalantus, 
Atr. The Tumult | 
Is over now; but whence it role, „ 
Can beſt inform you. 
Pha. J have ſeiz'd a Murd'rer 
Freſh from the Fact; that all unhappy Omens, 
Averted by his Puniſhment, may fly 
To diſtant Regions. He ſhall never boaſt 
Of baffling our Meſſene's Laws, 
Gly. Who is he? 
Pha. He ſeems a Stranger. 
Gly. Who the Perſon lain? 1 5 
Pha. I know not; caſt into the whelming Stream, 
His 
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His Body ſunk at once. 
Gly. What proof produce you 
To warrant this? 
Pha. The Criminal's Confeſſion, 
Soon as the Chace had ſummon'd me abroad, 
I heard of one juſt rob'd and kill'd : the Robber, 
They told me, fled along the River fide. 
We follow'd on the Spur, and overtook him 
Cloſe by the Palace Wall: he drew his Sword 
Still bluſhing with the Blood ſo lately ſpilt, 
And yielded not, till after a Reſiſtance 
That ſpoke uncommon Valour. 
Gly. Rather ſay 
Uncommon Inſolence. And could he dare 
So near our Perſon to affront our Power ? 
Pha. A Ring too coſtly to belong to Him, 
I pull'd from off his Fi inger, and preſent .it 
[ Giving. Glycon à Ring; 
In confirmation of a Charge, which elſe 
His fair Appearance might almoſt diſprove. 
His Aſpect and his Sentiments are noble, 
Diſguis'd in low Degree, and mean Attire. 
Gly. Where is he? bring the Miſcreant in; this Ring 
[Exit Phalantus. 
Is demonſtration. Have you ever ſeen 
U { Shewwing the Ring 
A Gem ſo nicely wrought? and for its price 
Our Crown has none ſo rich. 
Re-enter Phalantus with Egiſtus. | 
Pha. Great Sir, behold | 
The guilty Perſon. 
Gly. Is this he, who rais'd 
The cry of Blogd? and then profan'd aur Court 
With 


16 


With rude Alarms and ſacrilegious Force: ? * 


Who are you? what you are appears too plain. 
So young a Murd'rer! 
Egiſt. You miſplace the name 
On him, who would not change theſe humble Weeds 
For Purple ſtain'd with Blood. Egiſtus, * 
Of honeſt Poverty am I. My Birth 
Gly. Dream'd you the Sceptre fI'd our Hands in 
vain? 
Or thought we tolerated Robbers? 
Les: 
Illuftrious, wealthy Robbers. 1 am needy : 
And Plunder is a Crime, when join'd with Want 
Want the worſt Crime. I cannot purchaſe Pardon: 
Or if I could, my Innocence diſdains it, 
And is its own Solicitor. My Plea 
Is ſelf defence. I but prevented Him 
Who would have murder'd Me. This witneſs Jae. 
Gly. The common Cheat of Hypocrites, to vouch 
A Witneſs out of call. Relate your Story. 
Egiſ. As I purſued by ſolitary way, 
A ſavage Wretch, (for ſuch his Aſpect ſpoke him) 
Scarce older than my ſelf, advanc'd to meet me. 
His Sword he brandiſn'd; and his ardent Eyes, 
Which rowling firſt at leiſure round, aſſur'd him 
That help was far away, ſhot ſternly on me 
Their angry glances, and forbad my Paſſage 
Acroſs the Bridge, which both at once we gain'd. 
Demanding what I had, he grip'd my Arm; 
And menac'd preſent Death, unleſs I yielded. 
With ready ſtrength I loos'd his hold, and drew: 
We fought a while, then clos'd and fell together: 
Nor know I, if I found him underneath me 
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By accident or skill; but lifted high 
My ſhorten'd Sword, and plung'd it in his Heart. 
ly. Tis well! you murder'd farſt; then rob'd- 
Proceed. 
Egiſ. I gueſs'd the Carcaſs of the Slain, expos'd 

To common view, would draw a warm purſuit 
From every Quarter; and to ſhun by Flight 
So full a Chaſe, was vain. I therefore choſe 
To caſt my Adverſary o'er the Bridge. 
The Body drew a bloody Track, and task'd 
My ſmall remains of Strength to bear its weight 
To the mid Arch: I plung'd it headlong thence 
Within the ſwelling Stream, and loſt it there. 

Gly. But tell me Trifler why the Dead was hurried 
From the ſurvey of Juſtice; which requires 
Full Satisfaction where a Life 1s loſt. 
Egiſ. *T'was not for Guilt that I declin'd the teſt; 
But bent on Speed, I us'd the likelieſt means 
To ſhun Delay. The Judge within, my Conſcience, 
I had already ſatisfied: and truſt me 
I fear offending that, when molt retir'd 
And ſafe from human View, beyond the worſt 
That Coward Cruelty can act againſt me. 

Gly. No more Evaſions as you prize your Life. 

Egiſ. I prize it not, nor would prolong it, but 
On worthy terms: where Virtue is the center, 
The Circle may be ſmall, but muſt be perfect. 

Gly. Are Life and Death indifferent to you? 

. Egif. No. 
Life is my Choice; for Nature ſhrinks from Death : 
And dying now would balk a thouſand glories, 
That crouding forward wait upon my Genius, 


And wing my fancy to the heights of Fame. 
C 1 
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I have a Father too who lives in me 
And in that Thought my ſcorn of Death is vaniſh'dy 
For I muſt fear for Him, and beg for Life. 
Spare his in ſparing mine. 
Gly. But whence this Ring 
Found on you by Phalantios? it confronts 
Your weak Defence, and aggravates your Guilt 
By the high Rank of him you ſtrip'd and flew. 
Egiſ. You wrong my Innocence. Once more I claim 
That Ring; no booty, but my Father's gift. 
Gly. And could the Father of a Son ſo mean 
Beſtow a gift of Value to adorn 
TH 4/jrian Monarch's Crown? 
Bgiſ. He could and did. 
So may the Gods, that guard this royal Roof, 
Protect their Suppliant from his threatned Doom, 
As at Jove's Altar my indulgent Sire 
Gave me the Ring, wept o'er me, and engag 'd 
My ſolemn Vow that I would ever wear it. 
Cy. A well invented Tale! he never wants 
A ſpecious Plea, whom none can contradict. 
Who ever yet accus'd himſelf? bur I 
The watchful Guardian of offended Law, 
Riſe at the call of Blood. Be ſure you bring 
Some Witneſs worthy of belief. 
Egiſ. I do; 
My ſelf. Suſpecting my Integrity, 
You wrong your own. 
Gly. Audacious Wretch to brave 
The bended Brow of Majeſty ! ſecure him 
In ſtrict Confinement to receive his Doom. 
[Event Egiſtus and Phalantus, 


art what if to oblige the Queen 
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Yet farther, I preſent her this; [The Ring.] a proof 
That what I do in favour to her Creature, 
Is purpos'd as a mark of Grace to her. 

Nic. A Thought becoming Giycon's Wiſdom 
65. Here. | Giving the Ring to Nicanor. 
And let Timoclea bear it to her Miſtreſs :. 

My Miſtreſs now; and that the Ring to join us. 

: Enter a Meſſenger, 

Me. My Lord, the Sacrifice ordain'd in honour 

Of your intended Nuptials with the Queen, 

Awaits your Preſence. 

| Gly. Glorious Pageantry 

{ To catch the Vulgar! but what Slaves are Kings, 

| Forc'd to be Players in ſo ſtale a Farce! [Ex. Glycon, 
[ Adr. is following, 

Nic. With you my Son a Word. 

Adr. Some heavenly Power 
Inſpir'd my Father with that happy turn, 


That mov'd the King to grant Timoclea's Prayer. 


Nic. You are a Stranger yet to half my Project, 
And owe me more than you imagine. 

Adr. Ha! 

Nic. It glads me that Timociea choſe my Son 

Of all Mankind to patronize her Cauſe. 
Aar. Not ſhe, my Lord; but my 1/mene for her. 

Nic. Argaleon's Daughter? Peace for ſhame; and 

quit . 

That groveling Paſſion as you dread my Curſe, 
Your only Portion if you diſobey. 

Adr. Recal your Sentence, or reſume my Life, 
A worthleſs Gift: For what is Life without her? 

Nic. And with her, what but Miſery. and Shame? 


Ambition was your darling Paſſion once: | 
C 2 How 
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How can it ſtoop ſo vilely to adopt 
The younger Branch of an attainted Race? 
And on my ſtock graft Poverty and Treaſon? 
Adr. The cruel Weight of what you urge has ſtruck } 
A chilling damp into my Heart: Let Her i 
Deny or grant my Suit, each way 'tis fatal 
If not approv'd by You. But oh, my Father, 
Unleſs you own that tender Name in vain 
If Nature, pleading for a once lov'd Son, 
Has any Influence left 
Nic. Prepare your Heart 
To taſte the Sweets of Change, and entertain 
A Father's wiſer choice. A Father's, ſaid I? 
It muſt be ſure your own. Fate takes th' occaſion 
From this Day's Work, and points Trmoclea to you 
A beauteous Heireſs now. 
Adr. But my Addreſſes | 
May come too late —— ſome other loye —— | 
Nic. Away. 
Henceforward ceaſe to call Nicanor Father, 
Or act your Part without Reſerve. This Ring, 
With Glycon's Compliment to Merope, 
I muſt with ſpeed deliver to Timoclea : 
Bur ere ſhe carries it, I {end her hither 
To own your Service, and receive your Vows. 
[ Exit Nican. 
Adr. Farewell my honour then I cannot add 
With equal caſe and truth, farewell Remorſe; 
That ſtings me to the Soul for poor //mene. 
The ſoft — believing — injur'd — ha Remorſe! 
And nothing more! he were a harden'd Villain 
Who felt not that but what is he who feels it 


And perſeveres? a greater for he braves 
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Conviction — and for what? his Intereſt 
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moſt 
Have that to plead; and what have I beſides? 
But, oh! how ſordid is that Plea in Love, 
Which ſoars above it ſtill in generous Minds ! 
And ſo it would in mine. But hold —— my Father 
Has interpos'd the Bar of filial Duty 
There let it reſt — TI ſhall diſcover all 
To my worſt Foe, Reflection Honeſty, 
I muſt allow thee this no Peace can mix 
With Crimes, unleſs the cloſe Offender hides em 
From his own view, as from the World's — I dare not 

Look farther in alas, for giddy Reaſon 
When loſt in Thoughts, fantaſtic Mazes! Reaſon, 
That like the Dog attending ſome blind Vagrant, 
Guides, and is guided too; while he the Wretch 
Who holds the String, ſtill wanders in the dark; 
And ſlowly gropes his Way, in fear and danger 
Of ſtumbling every Step. But now begins 
My part, a Player's part, to feign Deng 
And glow vith painted Flames. 

Enter Timoclea. 

Tim. My Lord, your Father 
Tells me I have ſucceeded; and directs 
My Gratitude to you. Content and Honour 
Reward this Goodneſs. 

Adr. It rewards it ſelf. 
But ah, divinely fair, though Charms like yours 
Tranſcend Deſert, yet faithful Homage paid 
To Beauty, is allow'd the juſteſt claim, 
I dare not ſay, to recompenſe, but favour. 

Zim. May that be Jen the Gift of Her who won 

you 

To undertake my Cauſe; the fair tw 
43 Aar. 
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Adr. O let me change I/mene for _— 
And then your Wiſh is mine. | 
Tim. A change indeed! 
You mock Timoclea, or you wrong her Friend. 
Adr. If the is wrong'd, tis for Your Sake I wrong 
her. 
Let Her reſent; but let Timoclea pardon : 
Or if you will reſent Vinene's Wrongs, 
Relentleſs to the fault your Eyes inſpir'd, 
Adraſtus, doating on that Fault to death, 
His Refuge from ſcorn'd Love, ſhall ſtill embrace 
The glorious Chain; and nurſe the tender ſmart; 
Proud to offend, and pleas'd to be undone. 
Zim. Enough. In juſtice I muſt tell rence, 
All that has paſt : but you have prov'd to Day 
My generous Friend; and Gratitude requires me 
To wiſh that you may merit her Forgiveneſs. 
Adieu, my Lord. Your Royal Maſter's Service 
Calls me away. [ Exit a 
Adr. Her Coldneſs is enough 
To freeze a real Paſſion to indifference. 
How I deſpiſe my ſelf! and loath the Slavery 
That weighs me down beneath the double curſe 
Of arbitrary Power, as Son and Subject, 
To ſhame my Honour thus, and rob my Love! [Ex. 


SCENE changes to Merope's Apartment. 
Enter at one Door Arbantes, at the other __— and 
Argaleon. 


Eur. Arbantes / well! how left you Merope? E: 
Arb. New Sorrows — freſn Alarms. | 
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Arg. To hear that Glycon 
Reſolves to wed her. 
Arb. That concern is loſt, 
Great as it was, in greater now. Her fears 
Have kill d Cleander. 
Arg. How? 
Arb. This very Day 
The Robber ſlew him, for not one 22 | 
(She cries) is miſling. 
Zur. Granted. 
Arb. The Deceas'd 
Muſt conſequently be a Foreigner. 
Eur. But why her Son? 
Ab. Deſcription and Report 
Chime with her Fancy. He was young — alone —— 


And that which ſhocks her moſt, as well it may, 


He came from Sparta; and you knaw, the Road 
Lies o'er the Bridge on which the Stranger fell. 
Arg. But does the time agree? 
Arb. Too well. He might 
With eaſe ere this have reach'd his Journey's End. 


Eur. His Journey's end indeed. 


Arb. The pregnant Clouds 
Hang low; and fcatter'd by our long'd for Sun 


Muſt vaniſh ſoon, or burſt into a Storm. 


Enter Merope and Iſmene. 
Mer. O vain fallacious Hope of Joys to come! 
O ſole Surviver of the Royal Line 
Loft, loſt for ever! O unhappy Country ! 
But moſt unhappy me! 
Iſin. Dear Madam, ſpare ——- 
Mer. Away —— you will not bar your wretched 


Miſtreſs | 
C 4 The 


24 MM ER OP E. 
The Freedom of Complaint — inhuman Glycox 
Has ſtill allow'd me that. Diſtinguiſh'd Woe 
Has given Merope the privilege e 
Of Tears profuſedly ſhed, and loud Laments; 
And piercing Groans and open Execrations: 
While other Mourners ſwell with ſtifling theirs; 
Or vent them to remote and lonely Echoes. 
Arg. But ſince it may be otherwiſe —— 
Mer. It cannot; | 
For mark the cruel Artifice of Glycor. 
Arb. A vain Surmiſe. For how ſhould Glycon know ? 
Mer. Nay ; who can penetrate a Tyrant's Ways? 
*Tis plain to me he knew my Child's approach 
And plac'd the Aſſaſſin at the Bridge to kill him 
To fink the Body and conceal the Fact. 
For baſe and bloody though he is, he Bard 
To tempt the Fury of Mankind anew 1 
By ſuch a Murder publickly avow'd. t 
Enter Timoclea, 
O my Timoclea, all is over. 


— — 


Tim. No. 
Have Comfort, Madam. At my Entrance here N 
J heard of your Diſtreſs, and bring relief. (1 


Mer. My dear Timoclea do I wake? 
Tim. W hoe'er 
Fell at the Bridge to Day, be well aflur'd 
He could not be your Son. 


Mer. Once more you raiſe me : A 
; From Death to Life, but how can Life ſuſtain j 
b The ſwift returning Tide? ſo fierce a flow y 


Of Spirits all at once? 
Tim. The Prince your Son, 
N urs'd i in Obſcurity, and train'd to Want, 


Muſt 
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Muſt needs be ſcantily ſupplied for travel. 
Aer, Too true, Timoclea. 1 

7:4. But the Stranger ſlain 

Was ſpoil'd of coſtly Ornaments. 
Ale, If fo; 
2 Your Inference is juſt. It was not he. 
Tell me w nat Ornaments. 
Tim. Bchold this Ring. [ Giving the Ring- 
! 'Tis Ghcon's Gift to you. 
Mer. What would the Tyrant? 
| hate the Giver, and deſpiſe the Gift: 
And yet it comes in Seaſon now to Ha! —— 
Tim. My gracious Miſtreſs, is it not a Treaſure? 

Mer. What have I ſeen? Ye Gods, be this wy laſt! 

Arg. My Royal Miſtreſs ! 

Mer. No tis ſure the ſame. 
The hapleſs Youth, who loſt his Life to Day, 
Had he this Gem ? 

Tim. He had. But, Madam, why? 
Why this Diſorder ? 

Mer. Ye have now prevail'd, 

Malicious Powers. And Fortune, thou haſt ftruck 
(Be ſatisfied) thy laſt Blow. 

Ihn. Heavens! 

Arb. Amazement! 

Zim. How my Heart throbs! 

Mer. J gave your Father this, [To Timoclea, 
And ſwore him by my Husband's Ghoſt to give it 
To my Cleauder, when he grew to Manhood: 

He grew to Manhood, bur, alas, in vain, 

Tim. What do I hear? 

Arg. Aſtoniſhing! 

Mer. I am 


No 
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No more a Mother — all my Hopes are fled. 
Tim. But, Madam, may you not miſtake ? Reflect 
How many Suns have roll d ſince you beheld 
That Ring; and can you then retain its Image 
With ſuch unfailing Certainty ? ? 
Arb. Beſides z 
May not two Jewels, form'd by Chance alike, 
Confound the niceſt Eye? 
Mer. How form'd alike ? 
Or how can I miſtake? Five Years I wore it, 
The firſt dear Preſent of my Husband's Love: 
And can you dream I know it not again. 
What! are my Senſes gone? Alas, they are not 
I am not yet ſo happy — Look, my Friend, [To 0 Arb - 
The private Signature of King Ganter. 
Arb. Oh the myſterious Power of Deſtiny! 
In. Her Heart foretold her this by ſtrong Miſgivings. 
Zim. Such wondrous Prophets oft are Mothers ! 
Mer. Now, 
What room, Arbantet, to prolong he date 
Of this mo# wretched Life? The Hope that fed it; 
The glimmering Comfort of my gloomy Years 
Is ſhut in endleſs Night. Theſe Eyes no more, 
No, never more, ſhall ſee my Son — and Glycon's 
Devoted Head, the Source of publick W oe, | 
May now grow white in Tyranny —unkind 
And partial Deities — the dire Uſurper — _ 
The Traitor — Murderer has flouriſh'd long; 
Enjoy'd his Guilt, and gloried in his, Shame. 
While ſtill your poiſon'd Shafts flew thick and ſure 
At good Cresfontes, and his guiltlefs Race 
Now quite extinguiſh'd : And perhaps-it. grieves ye, 
That he, my laſt — Hope, has left 
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No future Mark of your unpitying Wrath. | 

Arb. The Gods, illuſtrious Merope, who frown 
Thus to the laſt, have ſignaliz d the Wound 
With unexampled Smart the more to grace 
Your Virtue. 'Think on that and perſevere. 

Eur. Let Thouſands daily fink in deep Diſtreſs; 
'Tis yours alone to ſtem the ſtubborn Tide, 
And triumph o'er the Waves. 

Arb. The winding Paths 
Of Providence divine delude our Search : 

For who can trace the Maze? 

Arg. Remember him, 

The King of Men, in whoſe diſtinguiſh'd Cauſe 
Greece crowded to the War in Myriads arm'd, 
And hid the Trojan Shore. You know he offer'd 
His darling Daughter to a cruel Death : 

Nor are you ignorant that Heaven enjoin'd it. 

Mer. Had Heaven enjoin'd a Mother to perform 
That harſh Command, the Pangs of Female Softneſs, 
Unknown to Men, had made her diſobey : 

Beſides, the Victim you have nam'd, with Joy 

Hail'd the triumphant Stroke that ſav'd her Country: 
Unlike the Fate of him I mourn, decreed | 
To die ignobly by a Ruffian's Hands. 

No, good Argaleon= dear Timoclea —— no 
My Death is fix'd — *Tis ſure, the Tyrant's Wiles 
Found out my Child the Tyrant's Hireling ſlew him! 
Elſe why this Ring, this vile inhuman Inſult, 

This barb*rous Preſent of unmanly Spite? 

Had I the Murd'rer in my Power, the Truth 

In Groans ſhould echo from the tortur'd Slave; ; 
And ripping to his Heart the way, I'd rend 

And ſcatter't piece-meal. O, my Friends, aſſiſt me, 


If 
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If you are Friends: : But you, who fear the Gods, 
Muſt fly the Wretch they all conſpire to ruin. 

Arg. Your Loſs is ours, and claims our common 

Vengeance. 

Mer. Then hear me Jove, ond grant this only Prayer: : 
If Prayers avail, in Bitterneſs prefer'd, 
If Blood can cry, and Royal Blood be heard * 
Let not a Queen, a Wife, a Mother go, 


Defrauded of the dear avenging Blow, 
Her Paſſport to Cleander's Shade below. [Exeunt. 


The End of the Second AG. 
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ACT I. S 
SCEN E. Continues. 
Enter Timoclea, and Iſmene. 


Is$MENE. 

ND did Adſtratus break his Vows with 
N eaſe? 
Alas, I found it otherwiſe with me. 
My Virgin Heart ſo cold to love, ſu- 
ſtain'd 
His Mines and Batteries long; but once ſubdued, 
Receiv'd a Foe that will not be diſlodg'd. 

Tim. Indeed I pity you. 

1/m. My Spirits flag, 
And leave me void of help; but you might watch 
The raving Queen, and comfort her Affliction. 

Tim. And have not I my ſhare of Sorrow too? 
Yes, dear 1/ene, my officious haſte 
To eaſe her Grief, has blaſted all at once 


My ſpringing Hopes, and unawares expos'd 
| The guiltleſs to her Rage. 


{/m. 
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Iſin. The Robber mean you? . 
Zim. The Robber is miſcall'd ; for, dear 2 : 
I ſaw him as he went; and once again 
Returning from before the King. Imagine 
With what Surprize my waking Senſe review'd 
In him the Figure of that God-like Youth, 
Whom, drowning in my Dream, I ftrove to ſave; 
And ſtruggled hard; but help'd, I knew not how, 
To fink him deeper. 5 [ ⸗Sighs. 
iin. Why that Sigh, Ti noclea ? 
Tim. Is it not ſtrange? | 
T1/m. It is. And you have taken 
(If I may gueſs) a ſtrong Impreſſion from it. 
Tim. Nay; you have heard but half. The brave 
Defenſe 
He made (as they inform me who beheld it) 
Almoſt exceeds Belief. His fingle Arm 
Held all his Foes at bay; and in his Face 
_ Inflam'd with Rage, and yet ſo fair and young, 
Adonis ſoften'd Mars. 
 1/m. And both combin'd 
To charm a Venus. 
Tim, Ha! 
17m. You colour! well, 
The Stranger in his turn was fir'd ? 
Tim. He Was. 
You would have ſworn he was, had you beheld 
His open Look, divided, as it ſeem'd, 
Between his ſcorn of Death and Love of me: 
The Love that fir'd him at firſt Sight, Iſinene; 
Glow'd in his Cheeks, and trembled in his yes: 
1/m. A ſoft and ſecret Sympathy inſpir'd 


This mutual Warmth; and Love no ſooner touch'd 
| Your 
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Your tender Heart, than his return'd the Muſick. 
Zim. Well! I am quite o 'erwhelin'd with Fear and 


Shame 
To think what I have + But wks it all; 


Þ vn my whole Soul; for oh the pleafing Pain 


Of a firſt Love, my firſt and laſt has ſeiz'd it. 
Ye gracious Gods have pity on his Youth 
And turn the Tyrant's Heart, ye cannot mine. 
Enter Adtraſtus. | 
1/m. Then loſe no time to warn the Youth you love; 
Beſet with dangers from the Queen's Revenge, 
And Tyrant's cruelty. _ 
Adr. The Youth ſhe loves! [ Zfide.. 
Tim. What can I do? 
Ihn. He is confin'd ? 
Zim. He is. 
IJſn. You know the Priſon opens to our Garden. 
Uſe but the name of Merope : the Keeper, 
Her old Domeſtic, and devoted Slave, 
Will introduce you by that private way. 
But ſoft! Adraſius/ what can bring him hither? 
Adr. The King intends a ſpeedy Viſit here, 
On Buſineſs of importance. Will 1/zene 


Inform her Miſtreſs ? 
Tim. No, that Task is mine. 
1/n. You need not preſently return. [ Apart. 
Tim. I will not. [ Exit Timoclea. 


1/n. ] took you Sir, for one you much reſemble 
Adraſtus— Pardon my Miſtake —— had you 
Been he, the Tranſports of impatient Love 
Had wing'd you to me with repeated Vows. 
You had not ſhunn'd me then like foul Infection; 
Nor turn'd all Pale as you had met the Ghoſt | 
. Of 
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Of ſome poor Wretch your el murder'd 
Adr. You tax me juſtly ; and behold the Slave, 

Who would avoid you now. 

Iſin. Inhuman ! 

Adr. Nature | 
Form'd us unlike each other Time does more, 
And makes us vary from our ſelves as much. 

My Vows, when made were meant to be be 
I fain would mean ſo ſtill — but think — oh think 
TI/mene*s Lover is Nicanor's Son; | 

And oft has beg'd and importun'd in vain, 

A cruel Father to approve our Loves. 

My Power was ſhort of what I fanſied once. 

You may have been deceiv'd, but ſo was I. 

1/m. What! is my Ruin then become your Sport? 
A Theme for Sophiſtry to droll on? Traitor ! | 
To varniſh Guilt againſt your Soul's perſuaſion, 
And meanly trifle with a bleeding Heart! 

Adr. Would Heaven indulge the longings of my 

Soul, 

And on to my wiſh my future Life, 

(Ay that were Life indeed) I then would fly 

To thoſe ſoft ſnowy Arms, and circled chere, 

Look down on Sceptres By thoſe Eyes I would, 
Thy bright, victorious Eyes; thy Lips, tay Boſom ; 
By all thoſe Charms that I am doom'd to love, 
And never to enjoy. 

Iſin. Is this the Faith? 

When Truſt in after times ſhall be betray'd, 

Weakneſs inſulted, Virtue undermin'd, 

The Guilt ſhall all be charg'd on thy Example, 

The Scandal of thy Sex, and Curſe of ours, 
Adr, Be calm and hear me out, : 
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Ihn. When Perjury BR 


Has tir'd Compariſon for frightful alen 


As perjur'd as Adraſtus ſhall compleat 
The black infernal Image. 

Adr. Hold. 

I1/m. The Sting 
Of future ſpite ſhall dwell in ; this 10 gecanks 
She was no Stranger to //mene's Wrongs, 
And yet believ'd a Man. But know, when Death 
Has diſencumber'd my avenging Ghoſt _ 
From this loath'd Priſon, it ſhall ſurely haunt thee — 
Scream thee to Madneſs — puſh thy treacherous Heart 


| On thy own Sword; and ſo perform the Work _ 


Of that Remorſe which Men alone can feel, 
And Hell- born Monſters, like Adraſtus, laugh ac. 
The news that Vengeance has o'ertook thy Crimes, 
Shall reach the Shades below and comfort me. 
| pauſes and weeps, 

What have I done to be thus ſtrangely wretched? 
My unoffending Tenderneſs requir'd 
A milder Doom — ſure none could merit This 
Nor is my Nature of a frame to bear it, 

Adr. Her Sorrows wourid my Soul. [ Afede. 

Vin. Ah tell me why; 
Why was I ſingled out to be deftroy'd? 
If Oaths in Love are Wind, my Sex abounds 
In falſe ones ready as your ſelf to break em. 
O had you not reſolv'd on my undoing; 
I then had *ſcap'd : but you purſued it long 
Alas too long —— I was not lightly won; 
And ſpread no Snares to captivate your Heart ; 
For Innocence 1s none No, that, I find, 
Is made to be enſnar'd. 


D Adr. 
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Adr. To be ador'd. 
I'm. When, cruel Man, your Sighs, your Tears, 
your Oaths 
Prevail'd at length, (your Titles never could) 
Say, did I warp the leaſt from plighted Faith? 
Ah no —*twas paſt my Power — when I was conquer'd 


Tas not by halves — for I could love but one — 


And oh, that one was you. 

Adr. But now you hate me — 
Do — for I hate myſelf. 

I1/m. 1 own, Timoclea 
Excels in Beauty to excuſe your Change : 
But then remember, that unleſs ſhe proves 
As falſe as you, ſhe never can be yours. 
Aar. Not by Conſent. But oh, the King, Iſmenc, 
(And Kings will be obey'd) reſolves to join us; 
To join our Hands — he never can our Hearts 
Tis true without an Oath for what are Oaths, 
And Imprecations now ? I cannot wiſn 
So great a Curſe as that of loſing you 
And that, 1/mene, 1s already mine 
Would it were mine alone— oh, dry theſe Tears — 
You may be happy in another Love 
Adraſtus never can. 

1/m. Away, Impoſtor. 

Aar. Believe me an Impoſtor — Traitor — Mon- 

ſter 

If that unkind Belief can give you Eaſe, 
If it can make you but forget Aaraſtus: 
To your Repoſe I'll ſacrifice my Honour: 
And all the Tortures, that attend our parting, 
Enhanc'd by Infamy, ſhall doubly rack me. 


Vin. 


MM E R O P E. 35 
1m. Tis well — I've heard enough - if ever Foes 

Are mov'd by Pity, let Iſnene beg it 

Of you her greateſt Enemy —— remember 

You had another Name. By all the Vows 

That I thought binding — by our Loves that. ſhould 

Have died together — ceaſe, O ceaſe, to mock me 

Thus with a feign'd Regret ——I cannot bear it 

From him who once was kinder —— you have Leave 

To trample on my Grave—— for there Iſnene 

Shall ſleep, as unconcern'd for all her Wrongs, 

As her Adraſtus now. Farewell forever. | Ex. Iſmene. 
Adr. Ah, dear unhappy Maid! Farewell for ever! 
Thoſe were her Words — how mournfully they ſound ! 

But what a Wretch am I, who dare be falſe, 
Yet loſe my Falſhood's Hire! She ſays Zimoclea 
Will n&er be mine — it may be ſo —— the Robber 


Has lur'd her from me — Thanks for that Diſcovery 


To Chance — the Garden is the private Way 
That leads her to the Youth ſhe loves, in Priſon. 
What if I met her there? 
Enter Phalantus. 
Pha. The King approaches. 
Adr. Give notice then to Merope. [ Exit Phalantus. 
Re-enter Phalantus with Merope; at the other Door 
| Glycon. 
Gly. Withdraw. C2 „Adraſtus and Phalantus, who go our. 
All Joy to Merope — the Houſe of Mourning 
Shall change its Cheer; for I the Meſſenger 
And Author of your Happineſs — 
Mer. Of mine? 
Gly. Ponounce you once again Meſſene's Que n; 
Choice of my Heart, and Partner of my Power. 
My Vow of Sacrifice on this Occaſion 
D 2 Made 
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Made to the genial Powers, is juſt * 
And now 

Mer. Another Sacrifice remains; 

And muſt, ere we can wed, be made by me. 

Gly. Name it. 

Mer. My Truth — my everlaſting ove 
Due to the Manes of my murder'd Lord 
A Hecatomb of Vos, whoſe Breach would 4 fink me 
To Hell and Thee — my yet unblemiſh'd Honour — 
My Shame and my Revenge — I would have added 
My Peace of Mind; but that, long fince deſtr oy'd 
With my Crefoutes, is not mine to offer: 

None but the wretched Peace which Mourners find; 
The doleful Privilege to vent my Sorrows. 

Gh. Behold the frantic Pleaſure of a Woman, 

Divorc'd from Comfort, and indulging Pain! 
Mer. Behold the Monument of Wrath divine, 

A Lightning — blaſted Cedar! and regard 

An awful Ruin fenc'd from Violation. 

Gly. Is Grief a Treaſure, that you fix your Eye 
On dark tempeſtuous Years? Look forward now; 
And teach me how to pleaſe. I am not often 
So graciouſly diſpos'd. | 

Mer, Recal the time 
When Joy and I were one — that Interval 
Mark'd by Cresfontes and my kinder Fate. 

Gly. The paſt, whatc'er it is, ſince paſt ſo long, 

Is beſt forgotten: For the Hours of Joy, 

And Years of Sorrow give Diſtaſte alike 

To diſtant Memory. Our nearer View 

Is entertain'd or ſhock'd as it encounters 

The beauteous Palace, or the ſhapeleſs Heap : 
As we retire, the Pleaſure and Diſguſt 
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Sink by Degrees; till in one gloomy Miſt | 
Diſtinction diſappears. 

Mer. No more —— Tormentor. 

Gly. Daſh not the preſent Good by peeviſh Viſions 
Of paſt Offence: He ne'er will flake his Thirſt 
Who fondly tarries till the Flood runs pure —— 
Approach it as it is; and wiſely drink 
Of Royal Love and Bounty. 

Mer. Lead me firſt 
Where I may drink of Lethe's Stream, in deep 
Oblivion of my Wrongs, a Draught as large 
As thou haſt quaff'd of Blood, thy Kindred-Blood, 
Drawn fram my Husband's, and my Children's Veins, 

Gly, Why dwell you on Remembrances like theſe, 
Forgetful of the Clemency, by which 
You live to taunt me thus ? 

Mer. Rehold ye Gods ! 
Behold and wonder at a Tyrant” $ Bounty! 
Not giving Death with Him is giving Lite. 

Gly. Think on your third and ſtill ſurviving Son, 
Sav'd by my —— 

Mer. Hold —— I beg thee hold —— O ſpare me. 
That Thought, or Madneſs will purſue it. 

Gly. Why? 

Mer. No Queſtions — name him not. 

Gly. Whate'er was done, 
My Tempter Greatneſs juſtifies it all. 
Uſeful and lawful, heavily diſtinguiſn'd 
By Pedant Moraliſts, are ſtill the ſame. 
For if it were unjuſt to reign, and ſhake 
Dependance off, the Yoke of Hero Souls; 
If Wit and Valour were forbid by Fove 
On theſe Occaſions to exert their Force, 
D 3 | In 
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In vain he would beſtow theſe Gifts upon us. 
Mer. Barbarian Sentiments ! but we appeal 
My Husband's Ghoſt appeals aloud from Jove 
By ſecond Cauſes governing below, 
To Jove i in his ſuperior Court above, 
And his Aſſeſſor Truth. 
Gly. Your Loſs I mourn; 
And offer to repair; a Husband now 
In time a Father, to ſecure Succeſſion, 
And prop my drooping Age. 
Mer. An aged Tyrant! 
W hoe'er beheld the Prodigy ? Diſplay 


The Rack and Wheel before my Eyes — let Torture, 


Wear me to Death; and Merope ſhall ſmile. 
But thy deteſted Intereſt, miſnam'd 
Thy Love, has forg'd an Image to diſtract me. 
With trembling Horror — W hat? Partake the Stain 
That ſticks upon thy Blood — polluted Hand, 
By joining it with mine ? Shall I embrace 
My Husband's Murd'rer — ſhall this Boſom warm 
'The Serpent whoſe infernal Sting deſtroy'd 

My helpleſs Infants, as they begg'd in vain 

For Life with lifted Hands and ſuppliant Eyes? 
The Thought — the Mention, like an Ague, ſhakes 
My ſhudd'ring Frame, and chills my inmoſt Soul. 
. Gly. Reſume your Reaſon, Merope, and with it 
Meſſene's Crown. 

Mer. A Bribe not worth my Anſwer. 

But could you ftretch your univerſal Sway 
Wide as your Infamy — were Crowns as plentequs, 
As Curſes on your Head, I might vouchſafe 
To tell you then, that all the Sun ſurveys, 


Weigh'd with the Plague of being yours, would prove 
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A Dowry far too poor. [Exit Merope. 
Gly. How dares the Traitreſs 


Diſpute my Pleaſure? She may find too ſoon, 


That — Mine, ſhe makes the Grave her Bed. 
[ Exit. 


— 
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CENE C anges to @ Priſon. 


Egiſtus ſitting and leaning on a Table. 


Egiſ. Is this my Lodging then, a Dungeon damp 
[ Riſing. 
With chilling Vapours? And this Floor my Bed ? 
O how unlike my Paſtoral Retreat 
In Tempe's ſhady Vale, beneath a Sky 
Serene and bright! where Nature's various Hand 
Arrays the Mead ; and vernal Gales, that breathe 
The Virgin Odoun of the Year, combine 
In balmy Whiſpers with the murm'ring Stream 
And feather'd Choir, to Jull the Soul to Reſt. 
But oh, the heavenly Maid I ſaw to Day, 
Would ſhe return to charm my longing Eyes, 
This gloomy Priſon would out- ſhine the Morn 
Enrich'd with purple Light — the Birds of Spring 
Would loſe their Muſick, and the Flowers their Sweets. 
Ye Gods! That Form, {till preſent to my Mind, 
Deludes my Eyes, or they behold her now. 
Enter Timoclea and Keeper. 

Keep. This is the Room; but do not ſtay too long 
For fear of Accidents, I take my Leave. | Ex. Keeper. 

Tim. T is he. Aſſiſt me, Sex, this once to ſound [ 4/ide- 


His Inclinations, and conceal my own. 
D 4 How 
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How fares it Stranger? I bewail your Lot. 
Yours are got Limbs for Fetters to embrace. 
What pity is it ſo ſevere a Blaſt 

Should nip ſo fair a Bloom! 

Egiſ. The Words you utter, 

Sweet as the Balm upon the Lips that breathe em, 
Have Power to reconcile me to my Chains: 

And Fortune's Anger, more than half appeas'd, 
Has drop'd its Terrors in a Lover's Frown. 

Tim. But if the Conſequence of this Reſtraint 
(As much I fear) ſhould reach your forfeit Life, 
How would the Tidings of a Loſs ſo dear 
Shock your ſurviving Friends! your Mother's Cries 
Ring in my Ears — your Father's filent Anguiſh 
Pains me yet more— but, what alarms me moſt, 
The Miſtreſs of your Vows will wring her Hands, 
And tear her Locks, and curſe perhaps her ſelf, 
Who threw the Veil of Coldnefs or Diſdain 
Before a Love ſhe then may own too lare. 

In vain her Eyes may flow when yours are clos'd 
In vain her ſhrill, repeated Shrieks may pierce 
The hardeſt Hearts, when yours ſhall beat no more. 

Egiſ. You ſtart a Thought of exquiſite Diſtreſs. 

O never ler the Fair my Soul adores, 
Become ſo wretched as to curſe her ſelf! 
A Tear from each of thoſe ſubduing Eyes 

Exceeds my Hope, and would o'er-pay my Death. 
Tim. To ſhun a Fate ſo hard and live for Her, 
Try to elcape. *Tis Death to ſtay. 

Egiſ. No matter; 

Since you, my better Genius, have aſſum'd 
The moſt enchanting Form on Earth to warm me; 
You that can baniſh Fear and ſoften Pain, 
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All but the Pain you give. You mention'd Death : 
Where is it heavenly Excellence? The Tyrant, 
Though ſtill indulgent to his Thirſt of Blood, 
Begins (I hear) to cool, and means to ſpare me. 

Tim. Alas! you know not of a blacker Storm 
That threatens hourly from another Point. 

Egiſ. From whence ? O tell me. 

Tim. Will you then be ſecret? 

Egiſ. Secret as Nature in the kindly Birth 
Of Paſſion ſtealing on my heedleſs Heart; 
When, wond'ring why it ask'd, and whence it heay'd 
With unaccuſtom'd Sighs, I look'd within, 
And found your Image there. 

Tim. Is then my Pity 
Miſconſtrued Love, that your preſuming Paſſion, 
Forgetful of your Poverty and Chains, | 
Affronts Timoclea's Ear? | 

Egiſ. I own the Juſtice, 
That gives me Death in that reſenting Frown ! 
But oh you wrong your ſelf and me, to think 
A vain Belief of winning You diſclos'd 
My too aſpiring Love. Let vulgar Charms 
Allure us to defire where Hope ſupports it: 
Your Eyes have Lightning to transſix the Soul, 
Though we can only gaze, and ne'er much reach 
The Heaven from whence it broke. 

Tim. Methinks your Flame, | 
Unfed by Hope, had been more wiſely ſmother'd. 


Egiſ. Tis baſe to harbour Thoughts we dare not own. 


Tim. Alas my Thoughts deſerve a worſe reproach : 
I dare not own them, and I cannot hide. [ Aide. 
Egi/.Y ou warn'd me of a Storm: Tis welcome now; 
Prepar'd by your Diſdain : Ay, that's the Sting 
Of 
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Of Death, already fix d and tort'ring here. 

But by the cruel Joys, denied to me, 

That wait to crown your more auſpicious Love, 
O pardon mine — pardon the dear Offence 

Which I muſt ſtill repeat —it is become 

Part of my Being now — the Veſtal Fire, 

Nurs'd by chaſte Breath, and kindled from above, 
Can only burn as pure, and laſt as long. 


Enter Adraſtus with Guards. 
Acr. I little thought to meet a Rival here. 


Confine him cloſer. [ To the Guards. 


Egis. Villains, off. I follow; 
Indifferent where I go. Debar'd the Light 
Of thoſe fair Eyes, I were a Captive ftill ; 


A Dungeon Slave, though plac'd on Glycon's Throne. 
[Exit Egiſtus guarded. 


Adr. Forgive my Duty to the State, that thus 
Has interrupted the Devotion paid you 
By your Adonis, that illuſtrious Youth 
Of high Deſcent, your Favourite Adorer. 

Tim. Tis well when Favourites are known, that others 
May ſtand aloof, and give their Betters way. 

Adr. Right! Tl attend him to Timoclea's Door 
At ſhame-fac'd Diſtance; bow and take my Leave, 

Tim. Now you are kind: I know you will not fail me: 
' Adraftus never breaks his Word with Women. 

Adr. You bear it bravely. Can you fly from me 
To Beggary and Shame? A Son of Earth? 
A vagrant Outcaſt of no Note beſides 
The double Brand of Robbery and Murder ? 

Tim. Your Malice might with equal Truth have added 
Your own dear Features, Perjur'd and Ingrate, 
To make the Picture you have drawn compleat. 
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Adr. The W of yourChoice will ** ſour me 
ro Hatred and Diſdain. 

Tim. J am in both 
Beforchand with you. No — you hate me Now 
Implacably —*tis Natural — I know you 
For what you are: And therefore you muſt hate me. 

J. 4dr. Has what I am a Name? 

Tim. It has; a foul one: 

I leave Jene to beſtow it on you. 

Aar. If ſhe was lighted for the Sake of You, 
Thank me for asking, where I might compel you, 
Back'd as I am by Sovereign Power. 

Tim. Compel me? 

Adr. No; I am not ſo deſperately fond, 

Howe'er I flatter'd once. Adieu — your Scoffs 
| Return'd in Vengeance on your Minion's Head — 
7im. Whatever Fate attends the Stranger, mark me, 
The ſame ſhall ſoon be mine: for know, Timoclea 
Can die for him, and will not live for you. 
Adr. Revenge! I laugh at Female Threats! Re- 
venge! [Exit Adraſtus. 
Tim. What can be done to ſave him now, unwarn'd 
Of the firſt Danger, and expos'd to new 
From Rival Rage? but oh the Powers, propitious 
To chaſt Deſire and Innocence, defend 
That precious Life. Vet, come the worſt that can, 
His Heart is mine — Hope dawns in that Reflection, 
And healing Joy. As when the Traveller, 
Who prints with weary Feet the burning Sands 
Of parch'd Arabia, halts a-while, and turns 
His panting Boſom to its fragrant Gales; 
Their ſpicy Breath his haraſs'd Limbs renews; 
And Nature, thus refreſh'd, the chearleſs Road purſues. 
[ Exit. 


The End of the Third Act. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
A Terrace M. alk. 


Enter at one Door Glycon and Nicanor, at the other 
Phalantus. 


PAALAx Tus. 
Z AIL happy King, and now a King indeed. 
v Cleandey was the Youth who bled to Day; 
Plung'd in Pamiſus by the Robber's Arm, 
ESR Your hated Rival feaſts its wat'ry Race. 
Gh. W hence this Account? or have we dream'd ſo 
long 
That we believe our Wiſhes? 
Pha. The Diſcovery 
Was made by Merope; for ſo reports 
One in her Family; a prying Slave 
Retain'd by me to bring Intelligence. 
The Secret, buried in uncommon Silence 
For three Olympiads paſt, her Rage betrays; 
Like ſome ſtupendous Earthquake chat reveals 
The bottom of the Deep. | 


Nie. 
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Nic. Behold the Fruit 51 
Of foul Impoſture, that een ing, 
Her working Head with unforeſeen Diſtreſs, 
Gly. But can your caſy Faith repoſe on Her 
Who has not blaſh'd-to falſify ſo long? [17] 
Pha. I credit not her Words, I do her Tears. 
The Slave beheld her as ſhe tore her Hair, 
Reſtrain'd from ſtabbing her ſwoln Heart, the ſob'd 
Lamented — Scream'd -- and rang'd with Fury o'er 
Each Room, invoking her loſt Son by Name. | 
Gly. How learn'd ſhe this? | 
Pha. That Circumſtance, my Lord, 
Eſcap'd the Servant's Search; bur he aſſures me, 
The Fact is paſt Diſpute. 
Nic. It muſt be fo, 
From Merope's Diſorder when you nam'd 
Her Son as ftill alive. 
6h. I wonder'd then; 
But wonder doubly now, ſhe could ſo well 
Conceal the Cauſe. 
Pha. Auſpicious Prince, the Dailing 
Of Fortune, that performs your Soul's Defire 
By other Hands, and faves your own the blame 
Nic. Conclude the People's hopes quite loſt; not one 


Meſſenian, form'd for hardy daring, left. 
Gly. Les; one more dreadful far than Numbers arm'd ; 


That inmate Foe that Fury Quorn——harW oman 
By Sex implacable. | 

Nic. The public Spirit 
Muſt needs be ſtagger'd by fo home a Blow — 
Purſue th' Advantage, and it falls for ever. 
Nor let the Mother, now the Son is dead, 
Diſturb your Reſt; but treat her as you pleaſe. 


Her 


ty 
f 
| 
| 


| 
f 
; 
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Her Fondling, newly ſlain in Contradiction 
To what ſhe publiſh'd of his dying young, 


[ Deſtroys her Credit with the Populace; 


And makes Truth Scandal, when her Spleen ſhall vent it 


In Prejudice to You. But Sir, reſolve 


To ſolemnize Cleander's Funeral 5 
With utmoſt Speed; with counterfeited Grief 
And honourable Pomp ; at once to ſhow 


' Your Heart is chang'd, and publiſh an Event 


Propitious to your future Reign. 
Gly. Agreed. 
And ſince Meſſene, will be cheated; bt her. 


When once the People's Minds are half aſleep, 
The Arts of Government may come in play, 


And aid my Purpoſe well. The brave and honeſt, 
Remov'd by Methods indirect, ſhall leave 

Free Room for ſoft effeminate Arts let looſe © 

To pall the Spirit, and unbend the Mind 

To tame luxurious Lethargy. The Crowd 

Shall gape at Shows and Sports while ſunk in Sloth, 
My titled Slaves build Palaces to ſleep in; 

Like Ægypt's royal Duſt in Pyramids, 

The Mummies of deceas'd Nobility : 

A Show of Mercy ſhall embolden Crimes ; 


| Reward the wicked, and expoſe the good. 


Laws ſhall be multiplied ; and Edicts ſwarm 
And ſerve the Crown alike, obey'd or broke. 
Alarms of War abroad ſhall miniſter 
Occaſion to their Fears, and thoſe to me, 
A ſpecious Handle to lay Load upon 'em ; 
And kindly introduce a foreign Force. 
Enter Adraſtus. 
Adr. The Queen is coming to implore your Grace. 
. Gly. 


CE. 


MAE ROSS 


ly. Know you for what? 
Nic. Whate'er it is, I'm pleas'd 
That ſhe can make Advances: your Compliance 
May lead the way to hers. 
Gly. Or ſhould it not, 
Slaves have no Choice. She may comply? She muſt. 
Adr. Heaven's what a Monſter am I curs'd to ſerve! 
Ade. 
Will Juſtice never more aſcend the Throne? 
Gly. Her Pride already has refus'd me once: 
And 'tis beneath the dignity of Glycon, 
To ask a ſecond time. Bur ſee, ſhe comes. 
Enter Merope and Argaleon. 
Mer. OGlycon wonder at a Queen's Diſtreſs; [ Kneets. 
For you may wonder, though you cannot pity. 
Behold the moſt forlorn of human Kind, 
Reduc'd to kneel and to implore a Favour, 


From You the bitter Bane of me and mine. 


Gly. For once be ſilent and forget your Sorrows. 

[ Raiſes her. 
Mer. I may be filent, but forget I cannot. 
Gly. You mult; for as the Deſtinies have doom'd 


Your Sex's ſofter Mould to undergo 


The Teſt of adverſe Fate's refining Fires — 
Mer. I'll ſtand it to the laſt; if lagging now 
So near the glorious Goal, I durſt defraud 


The Female World of Merope's Example 


It were a Robbery no leſs than his 
Who {flew my Husband, and uſurps his Throne. 
Gly. Forget the dead, and prize the living Husband; 
For Love forbids delay — the precious Hours 
Already waſted call for haſte —— This Night 
Joins us for ever. 
Mer. 


\4 
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* How ? juſt Heaven forbid it. 
YH. 1k not; your faithful, old, belov'd Adherents, 


(I know em to a Man) dragg'd one by one, 
And mangled on the Wheel ſhall bleed before me. 


Mer. O unexampled Cruelty ! 
Gly. Tis none. 


E hey who reject the good, ſhould bear the in. 


Mer. The good you offer, is the worſt of ills. 
Gly. To your Perverſneſs. A diſtemper'd Fancy 
Turns Joy to Grief. "= " 
Mer. Can Joy be nam'd with Wedlock, 
When all I ſee and all I hear is Death? 
Gly. I bring you Honour and Delight : your Sex 


Is known to covet both. 


Mer. I covet Death 


[ Much rather. 


Gly. Were it but a Name, you might. 
Mer. What is it more to Virtue? 


Gly. If you boaſt ; 


Of Virtue, prove it by Obedience now 


Nor madly ſtruggle with the Fate's Decree. 
Mer. Forbear to preſs me on that hateful Subject; 

But grant, O grant my firſt and laſt Requeſt. 

You have a Captive who has rob'd and murder'd : 

Make me the Miſtreſs of his Life or Death. 
Gly. You hear the Queen, Adraſtus: let her Drau 

Relating to the Pris' ner be obey'd. 

Her Sex's Tenderneſs would ſpare the Youth. 

pe [Exit Adraſtus: 
Mer. Can Blood be pardon'd? 
Gly. So I underſtood you. 

Had the Deceas'd indeed been your e 

But that's impoſſible — for Merope, 


(Vou 
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(You muſt have heard of Merope, renown'd 
For rigid ſteady Truth) ev'n ſhe has told me, 
Cleander in his Infancy expir'd 
Within his Mother's Arms. 
Mer. Ah Tyrant, now 
Vou mock me, and pull off the Mask, in hope 
To ſee Grief end me on the Spot. But know, 
Forlorn inſulted Merope ſhall live 
For loy'd Revenge, her ſole remaining Joy : 
Her Fears are gone with him for whom ſhe fear'd. 
Yes Traitor, rehding thus my Hair — ray Garments — 
And howling through the Streets, I'll rouſe Me ſene 
To juſtice wbtthy me. 

Gly. You dream! you rave! 

Mer. I that ſuſpicious Head was {till alarm'd 
With Apprehenſions for the Crown it wore, 
And being born within a Sceptre's view 
Was ſuch a monſtrous Crime; you might have doom'd 
The dear Offender to ſome cloſe Retreat; 
Condemn'd in Fields to earn his ſcanty Food, 
And ſhare the running Stream with grazing Flocks 
His low unenvied Charge. Too happy I, 
Had he but liv'd ! I had deſpis'd a Kingdom! 
Ah! keep your Kingdom, and reſtore my Son. 

Gly. Ceaſe Merope to weep : our joyful *Spouſals 
Shall ſoon repair the Loſs you now lament; 
And bury Sorrow in Forgetfulneſs. 

[Exeant Glycon, Nicanor and Phialantus, 

Mey. In everlaſting dark Forgetfulneſs 
know to bury it. Our joyful *Spoufals ! 
O for a Brand ye unrelenting Powers 
To ſet the Femple in a blaze around him! 

The: Hand that bears it, bears my bridal Torch. 
E Thoſe 
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Thoſe Nuptials, Ghcon, and thoſe Flames would bleſs 
me; 

For I would periſh too, content and glad 

So to be join'd to thee. 

Arg. Alas my Queen! | 
Heaven guard your Life: may no Misfortune drive, 
But Nature lead you off the Stage. 

Mer. No more. 

Long as they can, let Cowards live; but [ 
Have liv'd already longer than I ought: 

And ſo have you, and each Meſſenian Slave, 
Who owns a Dagger, and yet fears to ſtrike it 
Home to the Tyrant's Heart or to his own. 

Arg. O Madam calm your Rage, and recollect 
That Fate has made the Pris'ner yours. The Tyrant 
In all his Ways is violent, but various 
And may reſume his Grant. 

Mer. I therefore form'd 
My Scheme before I ask'd; and muſt prevent, 
What you imagine, by diſpatch. 

Enter Iſmene. 


Iſinene, 
Are my Commands perform'd? 
in. Alas, I come 
To tell my Queen they are. 
Mer. "Tis well. Forbear. 
[To Iſmene who offers to follow her. 
TI he Work that now remains, is all my own. 
[ Exit Merope. 
Ars. Her Forehead Wears a Storm, that ſoon will 
break 
In Thunder on the Captive s Head. You droop. 
1m. Have I not Reaſon Sir? my Sorrows wait 
On thoſe of Merope. Arg 
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Arg. And mine on yours: 
Thoſe Sorrows of your own that ſhun the Light, 
And prey in ſilence on your tender Bloom. 
A ſtubborn Sadneſs clouds my Daughter's Brow 
With all the Symptoms of deſpairing Love. 
'Tis ſo; or whence was that deliberate Bluſh 
That paus'd a while on my laſt Words, and then 
Oe'rflow'd your kindling Cheeks, and varied there 
The ſettled Pale with momentary Red? 

1/n. I cannot ſpeak ; or if I could 

Arg. Proceed | 
If you could ſpeak, you would and Abraſtis: 
But now alas you need not: he himſelf 
Has ſav'd your Pains; and truſt a Father's care 
To try all means that may renew his Love. 

1/r. No; though it prov'd, what now it ne'er can 

prove, 

Sincere as once I thought it. 

Arg. How it glads me 
To find you thus indifferent ! 


Iſin. Alas! 1 | 
Would I could find it ſo! but here it lurks, [ 4/ide. 
Th' incorporated Bane. [ Feeps: 


Arg. In Tears! ay now 
They ſtream apace, and claim another Flood; 
A Flood of Vengeance from the Traitor's Heart. 
| 1m. What means my Father? 

Arg. To obey the Summons 
Of Nature — Juſtice — Honour — and revenge 
Iſmene's Wrongs on her Undoer's Head. 

Im. O rather ſay, on mine. 

Arg. Alas my Child 

You love him ſtill. 


E In 


n, To my eternal Shame. = 
Arg. If ſo; be calm and liſten. „* 

Againſt 8 was but feign'd to try you; 
And probe a Wound which I have now diſcover'd 
Within the compals of my Art to heal. 

Iſin. You ſay he has accus'd himſelf. 

Arg. He has, 
In terms ſo warm, you may aſſure your Heart 
'There never was a Penitent like him. 
He bluſh'd, //zenc, as you bluſh'd but now; 
He wept as now you weep - reproach'd the Tyrant 
His Father — and himſelf— his Blood (he told me) 
Should expiate his Offence, without Forgiveneſs ; 
Which yet he durſt not ask of wrong'd //mene z 
Unleſs her Father interpos'd to gain it, 
Mov'd by the Vows of his repenting Love. 

1/m, If this be true. 

Enter Euryalus. 

Eur. The good old Polydorus, | Apart to Ameisen- 
Spent with his weary Stage, is juſt arrived. 

Arg. Adieu my Child, and take this Comfort with 

thee 

The Shrub may flouriſh tho? the Cedar falls; 
And if the Ruin of the royal Houſe 


Involves not Vou, the Man you love is yours. 
LE xeunt dae. . 


8 C E N NE W Fa ee - A Table with 


4 Bou upon it. 


Enter Merope, and Keeper at the other Door. 
Keep. The Captive in my cha y your Command 


Mer. 


Attends 
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Mer. Conduct him in and leave us. [Exit Keeper: 
Whar means this Change? a Horrour, as at ſight 
Of one, my Oppoſite by Nature chills me. 
Ay, there's the Murd'rer — Now ye righteous Powers 
Speed your own work, and hurl the Wrerch to Flames 
Hot as my Rage. 

Enter Egiſtus with the Nesper, who goes out. 

Egi/ Can Excellence like yours 
Vouchſafe to ſhine on miſerable me? 

Mer. Did ever daring Villany uſurp Aide. 
A Form ſo fair? Avenging Jove has plac'd you 
Within my Power. A Band of choſen F; 

Arm'd and reſolv'd, await my Call within 

You cannot fly — and to reſiſt were vain. 
Eziſ. Whom ſhould the Guiltleſs fly? when hea» 

venly Powers ® 

Deſcend on Earth, *tis ſeldom to deſtroy. 

A ſecret Reverence, free from Slaviſh fear, 

Bends me to your Command — methinks you claim 

My Soul's Obedience by a Mother's Right. 

Mer. Mother's Right! profane that name no more. 
Tis ſacred to unutterable Grief, 

I was a Mother once. 

Egiſ. Alas for Pity 
That ſtill you are not ſo! 

Mer. The Youth I mourn, 

Was all Deſire could frame; and Heaveh had ſpar'd me 
None of my Sons but him the laſt of three — 
The reſt were murder'd too —and all their Blood 
I charge on Glycon that inhuman Source | 
Of Miſery to me. £8 2 
Egiſ. Ten thouſand Curſes DOVE 
Light on his Head but can I only curſe? DE 
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O that a Wiſh could give me Liberty, 
And let my Vengeance looſe againſt the Tyrant, 
Fenc'd by his Guards in vain! 
Mer. Diſſembling Traitor! 
Dream'ſt thou to fool me thus? My vow'd Revenge 
May reach the Tyrant; but begins with thee. 
Egiſ. What have I done? But be it as it may: 
Life is no more than lent — and dying young 
J only pay beforerhand. 
Mer. So compos'd! 
The harden'd Wretch! LAſi 4e. But is not Death a 
Proſpect 
Of Terror? 
Egiſ. Ves: to e and Guilr. 
Mer, Vet you would wiſh to live? Deny me that; 
And my Revenge is loſt. a 
Egi/. You need not ask. 
The fame high Spirit and ſuperior Senſe 
Shine in the Scorn of Death and Taſte of Life. 
Mer. Then prove thy Scorn of Death, and drink it 
there. Pointing to the Bowl. 
Egiſ. What! like a ſavage Beaſt, inclos'd in Toils, 
To periſh thus, and not to know the Cauſe? 
Mer. How came the 'Tyrant to diſcover him ? 
And whence was you inform'd to find him out? 
Diſſemble not. *Tis all in vain. 
Egiſ. Some ſtrange | 
Miſtake tranſports you — pray be calm a Moment — 
[ apprehend you not. 
Mer. Alas, not you. 
You are a Stranger to the King. 
Egiſ. | was, 
E're I beheld him firſt to Day : too well 
J know him now; the Miniſter of Death 1n4 


My Doom pronounc'd by him: But little thought, 
And leſs deſerv'd to meet it here. | 
Mer. At leaſt | 
You was inſtructed to amuſe a Woman 
With that fictitious Doom; too groſs a Blind 
To balk Occaſion that may neer return, 
And lull Revenge aſleep. 
Egiſ. Still more myſterious ! 
Mer. If not ſuborn'd by Glycon, what could tempt you 
To ſlay the Guiltleſs? Did thoſe Hands deſerve 
To lop a Branch from Hercules, prepar'd 
To ftretch a Royal Shade and ſhelter Nations ? 
What ſaid my Child? Repeat his dying Words. 
Did he not call on Merope ? 
Egiſ. Amazing! 
Mer. Why tremble thus my Hands? Thou filial 
Shade, [ Taking up the Bowl, 
Dear! precious! wretched ! but at length reveng'd! 
Accept this Offering — here. | Giving it to Egiſtus. 
Enter Timoclea. 


Tim. Ah Stranger, ſtay : 
Or drink but half; and leave the reſt for me. 


Mer. Ha! who preſumes to traverſe my Revenge ? 
Timoclea ? but diſpatch. 
Egiſ. I would obey; 
And ſure of Death, ſhould chooſe it here, to mock 
The Tyrant's Malice and the Headſman's Stroke. 
Nor can the grizly King of Shadows plant 
One Terror here to ſhake me. But the Life, 
In which She claims an Intereſt, is now 
No longer mine bur hers. 
Tim. O ſpare him —ſpare him — 
And lay the blame on Fate alone. 
| E 4 Mer. 
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Mer. I Would, | 
In any Cauſe but this. Be 3 1 
T puniſh not by Choice. "TP 
Tim. Then hear at leaſt 
His juſt Defence. 
Mer. Of my Cleauder- s Murder? 
Egiſ. Twas to preſerve my (elf. 
Tim. Mark that and fave, him. 
Fear not to, juſtify the Truth. | [| To Egiftus, 
A Father c 
Endanger'd as the Pris' ner was, might ſlay 
His only. Son unknown — Perhaps the Prince 
Was faulty. 
Mer. How? 
iim. J only ſaid, perhaps. 
Nay, ſpeak. {To Eile. 
All Children, are. not like . Parents; | 
Was he exempt from Blame, and kind and, good 
Becauſe my. Queen is 5 J0 ? for ſo the World 
Has ever found you hitherto. And. ſhall 
Timoclea be the firſt to want the pity _ 
That Foes have bleſs'd in you? Q, plead, at leaſt l 
My Cauſe; for yours is mine. [To 0 Egiſtus. 
Egiſ. Dear Sovereign ſounds, 


My Counter-poiſon! I have heard, enough 
To triumph now in Death. 


Mer. Ye Gods, who.grant me 
The Power of juſt Revenge, forgive my Slackneſs 
In dallying with your Attribute, 255 T raitreſs! 
Ah, dear Cleander, whoſe diſhofgitr'd, Ghoſt 


* 
: 


Turns paler yet, to find his de gd [= . 5 


(For ſo the Fondneſs of my 0p ee her) 
Doat on his Mur derer! 1 
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Tim. O pardon both; EXneling 
(For both have err'd unwillingly) his Hand, 
And poor Timoclea's Heart. Be merciful 
To this my firſt Offence — my Queen — my Mother— 
For you have call'd me Child; and in return 
My Father {ſtill has lov'd the Prince as his: 
Alas, his Soul's Diſtreſs will equal yours 
For your Cleander's Death : And will you heap 
More Sorrows on his aged Head by mine? 
Egiſ. By yours? Good Heaven forbid. 
Tim. Molt ſure, by mine; 
And 'tis but juſt. Am I th' Occaſion? Curſe 
On this untutor'd Tongue — alas, you know not — 
I knew not then — but I — O Murder! I 
Have rais'd the Storm that wrecks you now —— and 
have I 
But one poor Life. to offer? Mercy! mercy! 

Egiſ. O ſpare the Breath that from Love's Altar here 
Exhales like Incenſe, Sure, if Tears more precious 
Than Eaſtern Gems could ranſom me, the Price 
Is over-paid. by You, 

Mer. Once more obey me. Pointing to the Bowl. 
Zim. O.hold. C7 o Egiſtus.] Conſider for an Hour. 
[To Merope. 


Mer. Away. 

Tim. Nay let it be but one poor Minute more. 
The Gods, who know his Innocence, may work 
Some unexpected. Miracle to ſave him. 

Mer. They may. way do I loiter then? To Night 
| [Pulling out a Dagger. 
This. Dagger ends me: there's Revenge for thee. 

But mark me well — for now — juſt now — _ 
| Approaching, Timoclea. 
Tim. 
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Tim. Ah ſpare me. 
Mer. I ſtab thy Image in her Heart, if thou 
Delay'it a Moment. Drink, or ſee her die. 
Egiſ. For Vengeance is l — Timoclea ſafe— 


[Drinking baſtily. 
Her Lover happy. 

Tim. Curſed Act! revenge it | 
Thou Maſter-Fiend, Deſpair ! | [ Yeeps. 


Egiſ. Reſtrain your Tears: 
The Slave that was, 1s freed. 

Mer. For ever freed 
From the juſt Laſhes of Reproach — the Stings 
Of Conſcience ſhot to thy invenom'd Soul : 
For That was tainted firſt, and drew the Poiſon 
From its congenial Hell. 

Egiſ. A Weight like Death 
Hangs at my Heart; and Nature ſinks apace. 


Mer. It muſt — thy lawleſs Sword could hardly pierce 


My dear Cleander's Heart with ſurer ſpeed 
Than will the vengeful Bane make way to thine. 
Tim. Alas, J read it in his alter'd Hue 
His livid Lips — dim Eyes — and faded Cheeks — 
Pale — ghaſtly pale —and now Convulſions rend 
The lab'ring Strings of Life, and tear Timoclea 
From that devoted Heart ſo true to Love; 
My fatal Love, its firſt, its deadlieſt Poiſon. [ Faints. 
Mer. Help there —— Who waits? convey her hence. 
Enter Attendants who carry her off. | 
Egiſ. Farewel, : 
Timoclea, and the Light — the Shades of Death 
O'ercaft my ſwimming Eyes — now — now I'm going-» 
O Polydorus / Coe inks into the Chair. 
Mer. Polydorus, ſaid you? 
El, 
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Egiſ. My cruel Fate at leaſt was kind by Halves, 
To bring me here alone: elſe You perhaps 
Had ſuffer'd with me. 
Mer. Ha! your Name? your Country ? 
Alas I parly with the Dead. And oh 
But is it not a Dream? methought he call'd 
On Polydorus Nay, his dying look 
Was juſt my Lord's — but ſtay ; how looks he now? 
[Views the Body and turns away. 
I cannot bear the Sight: my Coward Sex 
Swells to my Eyes, and fickens at Deſtruction. 
Vet this is he who ſlew my Son —— I'm ſure 
Timoclea told me ſo She ſhould be here 
Where 1s ſhe? gone like thoſe deluding Fires 
That far from help miſlead thro' faithleſs Moors 
The Night — bewilder'd Wretch, then diſappear. 
Enter Argaleon. 
Arg. Joy to the Queen! the Stranger ſlain to-day, 
W hom you believ'd your Son, is caſt aſhore 
And proves a Robber, own'd with mingled Dread 
And Joy, by many, whom his Felon Hand 
Had ſtrip'd and wounded. 
Mer. Hold art thou Argaleon? 
Spare, pr'ythee, ſpare me if thou art. Did I 
Deſtroy thy Brother? am I Glycon ? ſay, 
W herein has Merope offended thee, 
That thou ſhouldſt rack her thus? wy Child not mur- 
der'd 
This Morning at the Bridge? he was, he was: 
That Image, horrid as it is, was Joy 
To this Soul — rending Fear that I have — what? 
O 'tis not to be borne. Look there. 
Arg. The Captive, 


Pale! 
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Pale! Breathlefs! Dead! 
Mer. He is. 
Arg. And kill'd by you? | 
Mer. Why not, thou ſtern > O_o for Blood? | 
[ Trembling, 
Arg. I dare not ſpeak my Doubts : but Polydorus 
Will come and end 'em ſoon. 
Mer. Is he arriv'd? 
Arg. He is; and. haſt*ning, faſt as Age will let kiln 
To pay his Duty here. | 
Mer. Run Hy —— forbid him | 
Hide me from him, and from my. ſelf — but ſtay ; 
Let Polydorus. come to view W 
And worſe than killl the living. 
Enten Arbantes and vonder 
Arb. Gracious Queen, 
I bring your e Servant, Polydorus 
[Polydorus kneels. 
Mer. Why came > he not before? no Ceremony: 
Riſe Polydonus. But my Son, where is he? 
Pol. O Heaven my Prince! my. Darling! my Ce- 


ander] [ Hiewing- the Body. 
Mer. Did you not name my Child? 
Pol. Alas I did; 


But never thought to 505 him here, and Dead. 
Mer. Eternal Palſy ſhake thy Tongue — my Son 
Dead by my, Hand! 


Arb. Help! call for help, Argaleon, 


To bear her hence, and to remove the Body, 
A Sight too ee for a. Mother's Eyes. 
[ Exit Argaleon. 
Pol. O let me render my laſt Service here; 
With trembling Arms embrace his dear Remains; 
5 | Weep 
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Weep my Farewel, and fob my Soul away. =o 
Mer. Is this my Wedding Night? or muſt 1 wait? 
Where is the Prieſt? the Sacrifice is ready —— 
And hark! the Raven ſcreams our Nuptial Song. 
Yes Glycon, thou haſt gallantly deſerv'd me 
Buy giving up the Murderer to Death: 
For there he ſtands! juſt there! the Murderer ? 
Ye Powers defend me, *tis my Child, Arbartes - 
Ah, how disfigur'd! ? good my Friend entreat him — 
Will you not ſpeak in my behalf? alas 
dare not — Ha! he frowns ! kneel with me, kneel — 
Mark how he frowns — nay now you have delay'd 
' Re-enter Argaleon with Attendants, who carry off 
the Body. 
Till he is gone again. 
Arb. Alas ſhe raves. 
Why will they loiter thus? 
Mer. Strange News, Arbantes / 
The Son of poor Thyeftes Slain! To-night 
He feaſts upon him; and has ſummon'd me 
To grace the Banquet with that Bowl. 
Enter Women Attendants. 


Stand off. 

Ye will not force me to the Tyrant's Bed? 

My Lord! Cresfontes help! he has ſurpriz'd me; 

And hurries me away — help — Murder — help. 

[ They lead her off. 

Arb. Was ever Night like this? O dire Event! 
Arg. Monſtrous Miſtake ! Unparallel'd Diſtreſs ! 
Pol. Split on a Rock, we link in view of Land: 

Our We extinguiſh's ſpeak our Wreck at hand. 


[ Exeunt. 


The End of the Fourth Act, 


ACT v. SCENE I. 
The outward Part of the Temple. 


Enter Glycon, Nicanor and Phalantus. 


GLYCON. 

Sx Rodigious! can it be? 
Tz Pha. Tis certain Truth. 
Gly. There was indeed (fot now I recollect) 
— A dark Antipathy, I knew not whence, 4 
Between the Wretch and me. But has ſhe ſlain 
Her Son? her Darling? torn her Bowels from her 
With Speed preventing mine? why this excels 
S The clinging Shirt our great Forefather tug'd 

| In vain to rend from his invenom'd Limbs 

| On Oeta's flaming Brow ; 'tis Delicacy 
| Of Miſchief heighten'd to the guſt of Hate — 

| The Stretch —— the Maſterpiece —— the lucky Hit 

| Of glorious Ruin. 5 . 
Mic. Mark the timing too 
Of this important Stroke; and thank the Gods 
For turning on your Adverſary's Head, 
The Fate that threaten'd yours. Gly, 


„ 
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Gh. The Gods, Nicanor ? 

What thou a Stateſman? and whine thus? Tis falſe. 
My Spirit — my Addreſs my Genius —theſe, 
And only theſe are Deities to me. 

By their reſiſtleſs Force, that buoy'd me up 

From private Life, I ſcal'd Meſſene's Throne, 
Borne on a Tide of Blood; and in deſpite 

Of Heaven and Earth combin'd, fit faſt upon it, 
Since all who had a Claim are Duſt and Aſhes. 
But you ſurmiſe Cleander's Death has ſav'd me 
From ſome impending Blow. 

Nic. And unſuſpected 
(It ſeems) by You: A Proof, my y Lord, that Danger 
Lurks on the Borders of Security. 

For his Arrival here points out to me 
Some deep Deſign juſt ripe for Execution. 

Pha. Add the Return of Polydoras. 

Nic. True. 

That old ſagacious Hound could ne'er reſolve 
To head the Pack, but that the Scent aſſur'd him 
The Chace was near an End. 

Gly. And to reward 
Thoſe Expectations, let the Hangman hoiſt 
That Opener of ſeditious Lyes aloft, 

To dance in every Blaſt; and that way taint 
His native Air. 
Nic. A righteous Sentence. 


Gly. Hark! | Trumpets. 
Pha. The Temple's gilded Wat rebounds the Sum- 
mons 


Of Trumpets wafted by the Winds, perfum'd 
With Aromatic Sweets, and various Flowers 
That hide the Jaſper Pavement. 


Cris. 
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Gly. Heark again.  [Shours, 
The Muſic now is drown'd in louder Shouts 
Of thouſands crouding to behold the Pomp 
Of our approaching Nuptials. Ask within, 

[70 Phalantus, who goes ont, 
If all is ready; for the Midnight Hour | 
That yields her to my Arms, is nigh. I laugh 
At my late Conſort's Prophecy: But yet 
It riſes uppermoſt to Night, and damps 
The gay Ideas of my promis'd Joy: 
While ſtill my Eyes, turn'd thitherward unbid, 
Dwell on her Tomb, as I had Buſineſs there. 

Nic. You ſay, my Lord, your Conſort propheſied 

Gly. Yes, on the Verge of Death, that gives a Proſpect 
(As Fools imagine) to departing Souls, 

Of future Truths and undiſcover'd Worlds. 

She lock'd her dying Hand in mine, and cried 

The Joy with which I quit our barren Bed, 

Would ſtill be greater, were a worthier Bride 

Io fill the Room I now reſign for ever. 

But oh, that golden Fruit, though full in view, 

And ready for the gathering Hand, ſhall *(cape you; 

For you muſt — there her Language — ſhe graſp'd 
me 

Once more, then ond her anxious Soul away. 

Re-enter Phalantus. 

Pha. Pale as the Robe he wears, the ſtartled Prieſt 
Begs you, my Lord, to drop, at leaſt defer 
_ Your purpos'd Marriage; for the Gods forbid it 

By inauſpicious Signs of dire Preſage. 
The flaughter'd Victim had but newly ſtain'd 
The blazing Altar, when a guſt of Wind 
Impetuous blew it off, and quite extinguiſh'd 


The 


he 


My Pains, my Hazards, for the dear Cleander ? 


MEROP E. 65 
The conſecrated Fire. Nay more, there ſprung 
A filver Light from King Cresfontes's Tomb: 


Along the Temple thro' the Weſtern Door 


It ſhot; and ſpreading as it roſe, has fix'd 
Above the Palace in a radiant Round. 

Nic: Theſe are Portents indeed. 

Gh. Effects of Chance; 
Or rather the Caprice and Wantonneſs 
Of Nature, ſporting with the Coward's Fears. 
Where is the Queen? 

Pha. My Lord, I left within 
Some of her Friends; and others now advance 
This way; which makes me gueſs that ſhe herſelf 
Will not be long behind. 

Gly. Tis well! the Gods | | 
(You ſay) were angry when we offer'd laſt. 
Bur if ſhe warps or loiters now, I mean 
To reconcile 'em with a Sacrifice 
More worthyThem and Me. Lead to theAltar. [ Exeunt, 

Enter Polydorus and Atbantes. 

Pol. How fares the Queen? 

Arb. The Summons, that requires 
Her Preſence here to tie the Nuptial Knot, 
Found her reſign'd to Glycon's Will: Her Sleep, 
However ſhort and broken, has recall'd 
Her wand'ring Reaſon to a Senſe of Pain; 
Which yet ſhe treats with Patience now, like one 
Reſolv'd to end it ſoon. 

Pol. Too ſoon ſhe cannot. 
Life were a Torment now, beyond the Malice 
Of her worſt Foes to wiſh her. Cruel Powers! 
Is this the wretched End of all my Watchings, 


Why 
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Why was his Infancy your guardian Care? 
And Hope prolong'd till now? The diſmal Day, 
Big with Deſtruction, when his Father fell, 
And both his Brothers, ſhould have ended Him * 
Theſe Tears had mingled then with thoſe that ſwell'd 
The purple Deluge of Imperial Blood, 
Loſt in a Sea of undiſtinguiſh'd Grief. 
Arb. Peace Polydorns, and ſubmit to Fate. 
Pol. Was it for this 1 form'd his matchleſs Youth 
To gentle Manners, and to glorious Toil ? 
To tempt the Fury of the foaming Boar? 
Or croſs the Tyrant of Cytherons Shade? 
Some famiſh'd Lion in his Chace of Prey? 
The foaming Boar and famiſh'd Lion ſpar'd him, 


Preſerv'd from them to periſh by a Mother. 
Arb. Be huſh'd. She comes. 


Enter Merope veil d and in Mourning, led by Timoclea, 
and Iſmene. 

1/n. Obſerve that Shout Timoclea. [ Shout. 

Another yet; and nearer than the firſt. [ Shout again. 
Tim. Almighty Fove, as thou art worſhip'd here, 


Let Juſtice thy lov'd Attribute prevail, 


And doubly conſecrate thy hallow'd Shrine. 
Enter Euryalus. 

Eur. Hail to the Queen! thoſe loud repeated Shouts 
Proclaim'd the Tyrant's Fall — his dying Groans 
Rejoic'd my Ear I ſaw him ftretch'd along, 

And gaſping on the Floor. 

Mer. Timoclea's Prayer 
Is anſwer'd now — my Husband's Ghoſt appeas'd - — 
The two firſt Pledges of our Love reveng'd —— 

*T is true, Cleander, ſtill thy Murd'rer lives; 


But 
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But thus [ Draws a Dagger and offers to ſtab 
herſelf, Euryalus and Argaleon wreſ# it from her. 

Eur. O ſtay your Hand, and hear me out. 
You are no Murd'rer — your Cleander lives 
He ſlew the Tyrant; and the general Voice 
Ev'n now ſalutes him King. [ Shouts of Clean. 

Mer. Impoſſible! 
Euryalus deceives me. 

Iſin. No. JI/mene 
Deceiv'd you once but ſure you will forgive her. 
Employ'd by you:to fetch the poifon'd Draught 
Deſign'd againſt your Son, the ſecret Whiſpers 
Of my prophetic tender Heart, inſpir'd me 
To put the Change on your deluded: Hate. 
A powerful Opiate in the Venom's room, 
With ſudden Influence lock'd his Senſes faſt ; 
And guiltleſs of the Death your Vengeance meant, 
Produc'd its Image: Sleep. 

Mer. Support me Nature 
Beneath this Conflict — this Surprize [ Faints. 

Enter Egiſtus. 

Egis. Where is ſhe? 
The Pleaſure of this glorious Night muſt wait, 
Till I have found her out, andiſhare it with her. 
Alas what Change is this? 
Eur. The Turn her Spirits 
Have taken from. the News that you are ſafe, 
Has rob'd her of her Senſe. 

Epis. Let me recall it. 
The Voice of filial Piety ſhall wake her 
Once more to Life, to Joy and me. My Mother! | 

Mer. Where am I? Who are You? 


F 2 Egis. | 
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Egis. Your Son Cleander. | 
Mer. ay Son Cleander re are — you are 
[Embracing him. 
I know you now — but Joy — Confuſion — Wonder 
Croud on my Soul; and Language ſinks beneath * em. 
I muſt be mute, and gaze. 
Egis. How is it with you ? 
Mer. My Life! my Glory! and my dear Dae! 
Late my Deſpair and Shame * O * me hide 
| ' [Embracing him. 
My Bluſhes thus — and thus the Memory 
Of what has paſt to Night! — _ 
Egis. My deareſt Mother! 
Mer. Forgive your Murd'rer : Such I meant to be, 
W hen e'en my Piety had made me impious. 
Egis. O ſpare yourſelf and me that A 
Mer. I will: 
For 'tis a Precipice ſo ſteep and horrid, 
I dare not look upon the Sea beneath, 
That roar'd aloud, and threatn'd to o'erwhelm 
My Soul with everlaſting Guilt. 
Egis. My Father! [To Polydorus. 
I wanted Leiſure for your Joy before. I 
I call you Father ſtill; for dear Timoclea 
With your Conſent beſtows her ſelf upon me; 
A Gift more precious than the Life ſhe ſav'd. 
Yes, yes my Mother; my Timoclea gave me 
The Life Iſinene for her Sake preſerv'd. 
Pol. My utmoſt Wiſh is now fulfill'd ; and Death, 
Come when it will, is welcome. 
Mer. O Iſinene, I Embracing her, 
Some God inſpir'd thee ſure to diſobey 
Thy frantic Queen; and Guardian Aid was thine. 
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Egis. What Titles equal to Deſert like yours, 

[To Iſmene. 
Can pay the Tribute of our Thanks and Praiſe? 

Pol. Bur Statues crown'd, and Oblelisks, inſcrib'd 
By public Gratitude, ſhall ſpeak Iſinene. 

Egis. In Tenderneſs to you and Polydorus, 

We kept ye both in Ignorance till now : 

The ſhort-liv'd Joy to find me {till alive 

Would but have added to your Load of Sorrow, 
Had I miſcarried in my beld Attempt 

On Glycon's Life. 

Mer. But how that bold Attempt 
So well ſucceeded, J am yet to learn. 

Egis. My Body, lifeleſs as it ſeem'd, was ſafe 
Beneath your Roof; and when the drouſy Weight 
Of that Lethargic Draught gave way, I wak'd 
In pleaſing Wonder to behold Timoclea, 

Iſmene and my other Friends: They told me 

The Secret of my Birth, and how the Tyrant 

Prepar'd to force you to his Bed; with that 

Determin'd at one gallant Throw to ſave 

Your Life, or loſe my own, I plac'd my ſelf 

Cloſe by the Altar with my choſen Few. 

At once the Tyrant came; at once my Sword 

Was drawn and pierc'd his Heart my Friends 
proclaim'd me | 

Meſfene's rightful King — a doubtful Murmur 

Of Conſternation mix'd with Joy enſued 


The Guards, recover'd from their firſt Surprize, 

Began to kindle at their Maſter's Death ; 

And fierce Phalantus, who inflam'd their Rage, 

A ſecond Victim to my Juſtice fell. 

But odds of N umber would have over-power'd us, 
Enter 
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Enter Adraſtus and Argaleon. 
Had not Adraſtus here, their LOT, check'd 
The rifing Storm. 
Adr. Perſuaſions, join'd with Threats, 
Have now reduc'd my. Men by my Example 
To help the general. Cry of King Cleander. 

Arg. Cleander rings along the Dome; Cleander 
In Echoes from the vaulted Roof returns. X 
Adr. My Soul in ſecret ſtill eſpous'd your Claim ; 5 
And though, entruſted as I was by: Glycon, 

I never would have drawn my Sword againſt him 
Yet when I ſaw him welt'ring in his Blood, 
And you my lawful Prince appear'd before me; 
My Honour then, by Inclination ſway'd, 
Could doubt no longer to compleat the Work 
So gloriouſly. begun. - 
Egif. I thank you thus. [Embracing him. 
The Bleſſings of a People ſav'd be yours; 
And all returns within my Power. 
Adr. If Duty 
Can merit a Reward, I beg from Von 
[ Bowing to Egiſtus. 
My Father's Pardon, and my own from Her. | 
[ Boruing to Iſmene. 
Egiſ. Your Father has his Life — his ill- got Wealth 
Is forfeited to Vou. 
Mer. And for Iſmene. 
If I can gueſs, ſhe will allow io Queen | 
[:Leads Iſmene to Adraſtus and joins their Hands. 
To ſeal Your Pardon, and to join your Hands, 
Egiſ. And let thoſe Hands, and yours, and mine, 
and all, 
res from the dire Oppreſſor's Chains, be raisd 
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In grateful Homage to the Powers above: 
A Monarch's Murder, unreveng'd ſo long, 

Struck half their Vot'ries dumb. The Temple ſhakes 
Whene'er the Palace falls. But lo the God! 

"Tis Jove himſelf in Fove's own Houſe reveal'd. 

For Juſtice, long oppreſs'd, ere&s her Head: 

Her Hands are Iron, though her Feet are Lead. 


[Exeunt omnes. 
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e By a an JE Kod; 
Spoken by Mrs. BUCH 4 N A N. 


A $ 4 young, Virgin on Her Wedding-Night, 
3 Wiſhes, jet fears to try the dear Delight. 
Hupe and Miſtruſt rule her torn Breaſt by turns, 
And while ſhe chills with Fears, with Hope ſhe burns, 
Deſire, Impatience, Fears and Wi ſhes vie, 

And for the. Maſtery all her Paſſions Iry. 

Such is the State our Poet's Breaſt is in, 

Now he too late repents him of his Hin. 

In ev'ry Critick's Bridegroom Face he ſpies 

An eager Haſte (with Tranſport in his Eyes) 
T*unlooſe the Zone, and ſeize upon the Prize. 
Critics and Poets, long like Man and IWife, 
Have led a ſnarling faſhionable Life : 
They never meet, but Quarrels, Noiſe, and Pother 
Diſturb the Houſe, while one berogues the other. 
Indeed, Friend Critichs, you begin too ſoon, 
You rate and dam em in their Honey Moon © 
Tis You are moſt to blame. Upon my Life 
You uſe a Bride as you would uſe a Wife. 

True Engliſh Boobys, reſolute you fit here; 
Tho” ne er ſo good, Spouſe ſhall not get the better: 
The Fair to gain, ſoft Methods you fox? d uſe; 
Begin like Lovers, gently treat the Muſe 3 

Her ſweeteſt Pleaſures ſhe will neer refuſe. 

Her Coyneſs dally with, indulge her Shame, 
You'll not extinguiſh, but preſerve her Flame. 
Sparks, you may credit an experienc'd Wife; 
min Her by Softneſs, and Bd pleaſe for "yy 
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